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All lies still - still ANd silENT ANd WAITING. 
THE CAMPERS ARE SLEEPING, THE COUNSELORS TUCkEd 
SAFELY IN THEIR beds. THE TREES ARE DRISTLING IN THE 
NIGHT'S CHILL. bur, slowly and sorrly AT FIRST, А 
NIGHTTIME lullaby TURNS INTO A bloodcundliwG 
SCREAM. Mickey Morris 15 Found dead! CRusHEd 


de А Ашу ia à 


Nicko Elliott 


by A FALLING GRANd PIANO! STUART Pursell 
SO STARTEd THE GRUESOME ANTICS OF THE CITs Quinn Connelly 
THIS July 14TH - NO, 17TH, ON Murder Mystery 


Bastille DAy 2002. Every HOUR A NEW, HORRIFY- JOHANNA SIlVERMAN 
ING CRIME WAS discovered. THE police HEAdQUAR- 
TERS STATIONE ON THE PORCII WORKEd OVERTIME, 
SENdING OUT dETECTIVES TO QUESTION EYEWITNESSES, 
OR POLICE OFFICERS TO THE LOVE SHACK WHERE SUS- 
PECTS were DAdGEREd. THE Scooby GANG WAS Also WORKING ON CAPTURING THE MUR- 
dERER, lEAdiNG TOURS OF CAMPERS AROUNG ТО Find clues. AT 8:00, AFTER ALMOST 
TWENTY MURdERS, THE CRIMINAL WAS REVEAlEd ТО БЕ David Altaber, clown CIT. (1 
Always KNEW SOMETHING WAS FUNNY ADOUT THAT DUNCH. NO PUN INTENdEd. Really.) 
AFTER CAMPERS dRAGGEd ТИЕ MURdERER TO THE с cun CANC WAS REWARdEd 
TO All. 











EVENING ACTIVITIES included | 
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VENING ACTIVITIE 


A day ‘ANd EVENING’ IN THE LIFE OF AN EVENING ACTIVITIES 


1% " 








SESS 


a 





PERSON (viv, JULES ANd diNA) 
8:5 7AM Fall our OF bed 8:29AM FIGHT KITCIIEN STAFF 
FOR THE last box OF CEREAL AS THEY WHISK IT AWAY 
9: FOAM WIIERE’S diNA? WHY HASN'T THE lcd SIGN DEEN 
CHANGEd? 10:00AM TALK TO SCULPTURE ADOUT AN EARly 
EVENING ACTIVITY, THEY SAY TALK TO Glass 10:15AM 
walk AROUNd SHOPS WITH black FOIdER, GET ACCUSEd OF 
NOT WORKING 10:70AM WHERE'S diNA? WHY HASN'T THE 
Іса SIGN DEEN cHANGEd? 1 1:0OAM Talk TO Glass Abour 
AN EARLY EVENING ACTIVITY, THEY SAY TAlk TO CLOWN 
11:70AM «МА CHANGES lcd SIGN JUST IN TIME FOR LUNCH 
11:47AM TALK TO Clown ADOUT AN EARLY EVENING 
ACTIVITY, THEY SAY TALK TO Pass 12:00pm LINE Up FOR 
lunch 12:05PM disCOVER” THAT THE EVENING ACTIVITIES 
wHiTEbOARd HAS TO Бе updated (cur LUNCH LINE) 
12:70PM CAMPERS INTERRUPT OUR LUNCH ASKING TO GET 
INTO THE lovEsHACk FOR PING PONG balls 1:00pM ben 
FROM KITCHEN SEES US 


ANd RUNS 1:07PM 





WE CATCH DEN ANd даушы N EN 


TALK TO HIM AbOUT GET- SE P» 


TING FOOd FOR EVENING ACTIVITY FOR TIIE 1 8TH TIME THIS SUMMER 


Viv Gibson 


1:1OpM THE OTHER EVENING ACTIVITY COUNSELOR ARRIVES... A MONTH 
LATE... (GUESS THERE'S A TIME CIFFERENCE IN ENGIANd) 1:%Орм Talk то Jules Dobson 

PASS Abour AN EARLy EVENING ACTIVITY, THEY SAY TAlk TO SCULPTURE DINA Rudorsky (CIT) 
2:00pm disEspERATEly FIGURE OUT WHAT'S ON FOR THIS EVENING 2:70PM 


САП NIGEL ON His СЕП PHONE TO pick up video FROM blockbusTER 





3:00PM «мл APPEARS ЕХСІТЕСІУ WAVING AROUNd A POSTER SHE MACE 

5:30pm ИМЕ ор FOR dINNER 39:75PM "disCOVER" THAT THE EVENING 
ACTIVITIES WHITEDOARd HAS ТО DE updated (CUT dINNER LINE) 6:OOpM EVENTUAlly FINISH dINNER AFTER DEING 
ASkEd IF WE САМ HAVE A TRANCE PARTY, A HOUSE PARTY, A TECHNO PARTY, A HIP HOP PARTY ANd A RETRO PARTY 
SOMETIME THIS SUMMER: ANC by THE WAY WIIEN'S TALENT NIGHT #2? 7:3OPM EARS bleed FROM RINGING GONG 

7:7 1PM MAKE ANNOUNCEMENT 7:32PM mickey Tells us diFFERENT INFORMATION FOR ANNOUNCEMENT 
7:27PM МАКЕ ANOTHER ANNOUNCEMENT 7:25pM TRY ANC Find ТИЕ SHOPS FOR buck’s Rock bowl 8:00pM 
; 8:2OpM kid- 







SIIODS SHOW UP 8:15PM CAN'T FiNd ANY APPROPRIATE LEAdS FOR TECHNICAL SETUP FOR 





10:50pm vn i 
TO SNACk, dina makes ; 





ee GET HER COFFEE ` 1 11:05pm GET = d 
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VENTURE PAST THE SAFETY OF THE MAIN CAMP, PAST THE TENNIS COURTS ANd 
Clown SHOP, Only TO STUMDIE UPON THE TENT ANd THE STRANGE GOINGS ON. 

AT CERTAIN TIMES, YOU CAN HEAR STRANGE NOISES ISSUING FROM THAT place: clink- 
clANks, SWOOSHES ANC TERRIDIE yells. YES, 175 FENCING. 

Wild bRANdisHING OF SWORdS IN AN ATTEMPT TO HIT Ама NOT DE HIT, INCORPO- 
RATING All THE skill and MOVES TAUGHT (1) TO EMERGE TRIUMPHANT. MANY A DRAVE 
CAMPER HAS ENTEREd THE TENT, CLUELESS ANd INNOCENT, TO EMERGE Wild And skilled iN 
THE ART OF SWORdSMANSHIP. THIS TROOP OF MUSKETEERS, FOR NOW PROTECTING THE land 


known As ‘Buck’s Rock,” UNTIL NEXT YEAR... THEN WHO KNOWS WHAT will HAPPEN? 
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Clen CHRISTIE (BHU) 
STEVE NORMINTON (BHU) 
JEFF Dec (BHD) 
Mark Floyd (BHD) 
KEVIN Kennedy (BA) 
CHRISTOPHER Nobbs (BA) 
Andrew AUSTIN (BC) 
Josi! HUFFAKER (BC) 


Josii WIFFEN (BC) 
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Ja тыл My эпіч, wd, 


STAFF 


Michelle LEwkowicz( CHU) 


Nicola Odonnell (GHU) 
DONNA Cooper (GHD) 
Leir Pollock (GHD) 
MarissA DoMaANski (САТ) 
SARA Edwards (GAT): 
MARIA LONERAGAN (САТ) 
Kelly BOSMAN (GA2) 
KAREN DUNCAN (GA2) 


Cyd Gillies (GA2) 
Nel Goldrlam (GAC) 


Emily Мівнлілмік (GAC) 


Eva TEN Кате (GAC) 
HEATHER САНИ (GC) 
Leticia Maciel (GC) 


CAT THOMPSON (GC) 


RANAE CROXFORd (СТІ ) 


Claire Downs (СТІ) 
JANINE VAN 
Der Horst (GTI) 
Claire Jackson (GT2) 
Nadia ET RE EF 
(GT2) 


NATASHA VEITCI (GT2) 








HERE WE ARE БАСК iN THE JUNGLE. All SIGNS REAd dANGER: do NOT ENTER; bur srill 
WE MUST boldly VENTURE FORTH! INTO THE UNKNOWN. PIERCING CRIES Fill THE AIR And 
STRANGE sMeElls LINGER IN THE MIST. WE CHECK THAT WE HAVE COME PREPAREd FOR 
ANY bEAST THAT CROSSES OUR PATH — dEOdORANT, TORCH, WHIP ANd PEST CONTROL 
ALL WITHIN EASY REACH. WE HAVE АП REAd Abour THIS GANGEROUS SPECIES — THEIR 
quick CHANGES IN MOOd ANd HATREd OF FRESH WATER. WE HAVE HEARd THE MYTHS 
OF PLAGUES SWEEPING THE LANd ANd UNRULY TRAVELERS GETTING COVEREd IN PROJEC- 


ТИЕ VOMIT. ITS A MESSY business bur SOME POOR soul HAS TO do IT. 


SHAdows ЕПТ ACROSS OUR PATH, ANd, IN THE dISTANCE, YOU CAN HEAR THE ECHO OF 
SMASIIING GUITARS. WE CAN ONly HOPE IT'S NOT MATING SEASON, AS THESE CHilds OF 
RON GET ANGRY WHEN MEMDERS OF THE OPPOSITE SEX ARE dısturbed. IT would DE 
ENOUGH TO МАКЕ STEVE IRWIN SHAKE IN HIS boors... THERE IS A CRUNCH UNdERFOOT 
AS CRISPS LITTER THE FLOOR ANd CHEWING GUM RELUCTANTLY RELEASES My FOOT. WE 


MUST DE close. MAybE IF WE MAKE A loud ENOUGH NOISE THEY Will RUN ANd HIdE? 


WE PEER Round piles OF dirty LAUNdRy TO dISCOVER A GROUP OF WIRY MALES IN A 
STATE OF EXCITEMENT, ONE DEATING HIS CHEST PROUdly, PROCIAIMING HE HAS DEATEN 
All coNTENdERS AT SONIC THE HEdGEHOG. THERE IS LAUGHTER FROM THE dEPTHS And 
A QUIET 1ITTERING OUTSIdE THE WINdOW. PERHAPS THE FEMAlES HAVE AlREAdy INVAd- 
Ed THE MALE STRONGHOld. THEY dON’T NOTICE Us AS TOGETHER WE bellow THE AGE 
old cry “Со ro bed OR you'll bE THROWN IN THE SHOWER!’ THEIR EYES SDARkIE IN 
THE TORCHliGHT ANd A look OF bEwildERMENT CROSSES THEIR FACES — PERHAPS THEY 


do NOT spEAk OUR LANGUAGE? 


Luckily | HAVE WATER HANdy ANd SO, WITH VIGOROUS GESTURES ANd ONE VERY WET 


child, WE MAKE OUR INTENTIONS CLEAR. WIT FRANTIC RUSTLE OF SHEETS THEY ARE 











GONE. TREMBLING WITH SORE THROATS АМ USTION, WE MAKE OUR WAY HOME, 
HUCklEs RECEdE bEHINd Us. WE CAN 


ll TAME THESE DEASTS FROM A SAVAGE Land. 
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STAFF 


ANGIE TAYLOR 
TRACy FORMICA 


Polly HOHN 


AGNIESZKA 


DulEMbA 
ScoTT SATKIN 
CITs: JEREMY 
THOMAS, CORY 


ALLEN 









Infirmary Health Record Log | 
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Angie Taylor 
| 


Aggy Dulemba 


Scott Satkin 


Jeremy Thomas 
"Cory" 













20 min. breathing treatment 
sent to N. Field via gray van 





c/o Breathing Troubles 








45 minute massage, hug, апа. 
leave all duties to Angie. 









c/o 5 years of N+V, 
HA, MD, etc... 










Attempting to teach 
Cory Polish. 






‚| c/o Too Much English 














c/o No respect, singed hair, 
lack of sleep, Q-Tip stuck in 
nose, etc... 


11:00 A.M. 














Develops and asi the famous 
|"Pedialyte Game." vs 


c/o Wanting to be.a better 
CIT and help more 















Just wanted to be lice checked 
by Aggy. | 






Cory Allen 


N 
deren о complaints 








8.55 A.M. A SELECT GROUP 
OF INHADITANTS CROSSES THE 
HORIZON. A WAVE OF ANXI- 
ETY ANd APPREHENSION 
SWEEPS OVER THE INSTRUCTOR 
WHEN HE SPIES HIS CLASS FOR 
THE FIRST TIME AS THEY 


SHAMDIE CLOSER, PUSHING 





ANd SHOVING. 


Faces bECOME CLEARER ANd WARNINGS About Emil “Now WE CAN Kill" GARNER, МАЅАКІ “DAHHH” 
Ота, Rari “KARATE Kid” STEVENS, Мах “THE WHINER” DORFMAN 
ANd EMMA “THE Cannibal” FRANKEL ARE REMEMDEREd. 


D 


mere NOT FOR THE FIRST TIME, THE 
INSTRUCTOR WONCGERS IF ONE MAN 
TRAINEd IN JUdO, THE WAY OF GEN- 
Curis Nobbs TlENESS, IS SUFFICIENT TO TAME THE 


wild INHABITANTS. His GOAL 15 ТО 





HElp IMPART discipliNE, RESPECT, 






COORdINATION, balance ANd SELF-CON- 
ridENCE. HE does THIS by TEACHING basic blocks, THROWS, 
sElF-dEFENSE ANd GRAPPLING TECHNIQUES - INCLUDING THE RARELY 
TAUGHT ANd MUCH VAUNTEd “ILLEGAL” TECHNIQUES THREE TIMES А 


WEEK ON Tuesday, THURSdAy, ANd SATURdAy MORNINGS. 


THE IRONY OF TRYING TO TAME THE SAVAGE INHADITANTS OF 
Buck’s Rock by TEACHING THEM VIOLENCE Flits AMUSINGLy ACROS: 
THE INSTRUCTOR's MINd AS HE STANds TO START THE Class. THE ` 
ANXIETY LIFTS AS THEY ОБЕУ 1115 INSTRUCTIONS ANd FOR A MOME T 
HE SEES A GLIMMER OF HOPE. THEN THE Class looks AT EACH < 
OTHER ANd, AS ONE, TURN ON THEIR TEACHER, STARTING Two 


HOURS OF MAdNESS ANd CHAOS. 
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THE Clowns PROVIdE ENTERTAIN- 






MENT dURING THE RACE. 






Viv ANd JANE WITH A STRONG 






FINISH! 









SCOTT REPRESENTS THE AUSSIES. 









Iz. БЕРІ сала AN k ашыла ee 





IAN, NiGEI, ANd April SHARE А 


POST-RACE HANdsHAKE. 


CORY WITH HIS 
SHOE OFF AFTER THE 


21. Scott Kelly E s RACE. 
22. Bob ScHANdlE 
137. Cory AllEN 

173. SARAH Edwards 
182. JOHN Edmond 
202. NIGEL Hedaes 
269. lan Jackson 

280. Kevin KENNEdy 
285. April Acker 

222. Kelly BOSMAN 
347. KAREN DUNCAN 

7 64.Jules Dobson 
265. Alt LOEWENSTEIN 
566. LAURIE MARHOEFER 
575. JANE CARMICHAEL 
376. Viv Gibson 





WHAT would A SUMMER At Buck's Rock be like WITHOUT THE New 
Milrord 8? Well, okay, ir wouldn't be all HIAT dirrERENT, bur TIIAT doESN'T 
MEAN THAT IFS А TRAdITION WE OUGIIT 10 ADANdON. IN FACT, FOR MORE YEARS 
THAN MOST OF US CAN REMEMbER, CAMPERS, CITs ANd STAFF FROM Buck's Rock 
HAVE DEEN LEAVING CAMP TO RUN 1IIE EIGIIT-MIlE FOOT RACE THROUGH 
New Mlilrond. 

TiS YEAR, OF COURSE, WAS NO EXCEPTION: THE USUAL ASSORTMENT OF SS 
RUNNERS, dOCUMENTERS ANd PERFORMERS (iNCludiNG MUSICIANS ANd clowns) WERE THERE, AS | WAS | Bob Scl welle. AN EX 
Buck's Rock Sports Counselor, WIIO nad Always RUN ANd iad Always done Fairly well. indeed, Buck's Rock As A 
wHole did Nor do roo badly. Above 15 л list OF THOSE FROM Buck’s Rock WHO RACEd, WITH THEIR STANGdINGS: 

OF COURSE, THE New Мигова 8 EXPERIENCE COMPRISES MORE THAN JUST RACING. THE Video CREW Filmed THE 
VARIOUS DOOTIIS HANdING OUT GIFIS 10 AdVERIISE THEIR RELIGION OR political arrılıarıon. Oune А Few people decided, 
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А. Mi da Aula dn, Mi My ahi hu 44 EVERYTHING STARTEd SO INNOCENTIy. THIS yEAR'S KITCHEN STAFF 
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FIELD CUIDE SINCE THAT TIME WE АП ПІЛУЕ TO REPORT IN AT ZAM TO WORK like CRAZY 





ARRIVEd ат Bucks Rock GRAdually, bur All DEFORE THE ZERO HOUR 


KÉ n 


^4 


7 STRUCK. WE CAME IN FULL FORCE WITH! supplies FOR LONG, LONG WEEKS OF = 


SAS 






VAN 


ПАВКА work. We rully UNdERSTOOd THE MEANING OF OUR JOb Only WIIEN 





OUR CHIEF CAME, ALONG witii All THE pEOplE, ANd A REAL nell DEGAN. 
FOR MANY HOURS. WE ARE GRIPPING WITII SWEAT ANd TO MAKE MATTERS 


WORSE, WE ARE plaqued by 
HEALTH! INSPECTORS... 

SOMETIMES TIIE KITCHEN 
RESEMDIES AN ANTHILL — WE All 
bustle About (BECAUSE WE ARE AS 
busy As DEES) ANd WE ARE GOV- 
ERNEd by THE QUEEN MOTHER, 
HER HIGUNESS HELENE SCHNEICER. 
YOU MIGHT NOT RECOGNIZE HER IN 
HER kiNGdoM because WE All 
WEAR THE SAME ApRONS ANd 
caps, bUT yOU CAN HEAR HER FOR 
SURE: HER VOCAL possibiliTiES ARE 
UNIIMITEd. ӨНЕ MANAGES TO OVER- 
SHOOT TWO TAPE RECORCERS, FANS 
ANd people TALKING TO EACII 
OTHER. 

WE HAVE A UNIQUE 
OPPORTUNITY TO ObsERVE HOW 
THE MATRIARCHY — SUCH A FOR- 
GIVEN political system — works. 
Helene 15 ПКЕ A FEMALE diCTATOR ANd Nobody dances TO ОБ)ЕСГ ТО HER ORdERS. TO do JUSTICE TO HER IT IS NECESSARY TO wem 





AdMIT THAT SIIE TOLERATES OUR LINGUISTIC MISUNdERSTANdINGS, WHICH ARE UNAVOIdADIE, CONSIdERING THE FACT THAT WE 
COME FROM CIFFERENT COUNTRIES. 

ONE sııould sre HEIENE’S FACE: IT EXPRESSES ALMOST All HUMAN EMOTIONS: FIRST SHE GIVES US AN ORdER IN THE 
HOPE THAT TINS TIME WE Will do Exactly WIIAT SIE WANTS US 10 dO, THEN, WITH GROWING SURPRISE, SIE ORdERS THAT WE 
CARRY OUT HER COMMANd Conversely ANd riNAlly SHE TRIES TO EXPLAIN EVERYTHING ONE MORE TIME. HER ANGELIC PATIENCE 
IS REAlly AMAZING And AdMIRADIE; ar probably OWES IT TO MER HUsbANd, David, WHO SUPPORTS HER TIIROUGII THE 
TOUGH TIMES. 

David REIGNS IN THE kiNGdoM OF DAKERY — WHERE 
PATRIARCIIy IS THE PREVAILING POLITICAL SysTEM; TIIERE ARE 
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TWO ASSISTANTS IN HIS CAVE — THEY Also CAN do only WHAT 
y 
ve E d 
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THEY ARE TOld TO do by THEIR diRECTORS. MOREOVER, THEY 
МАМЕ ТО LISTEN TO SINGING David All day lonG DECAUSE HE 
loves SINGING. As 111E dICTATORSINP CANNOT STANd ANY 





HELENE SCHNEIdER 






OPPOSITION, THE ASSISTANTS AVE NO CIIOICE bur 10 LOVE IT 
AGNIESZkA CINkowskA 





100! 





David SCHNEIdER 






BETWEEN THESE TWO AFOREMENTIONEC REAIMS, THERE IS KATARZYNA Dubrownik 






BEN YOMTOV 






тис People’s Republic OF POT WASIIERS — THEY WATCII OVER 






SERGEy MAIEEV 






THE ClEANliNESS OF АП 111€ disies and UicNsils. DESPITE THE BRENdAN Lloyd 









Ele A - 
FACT TIIAT THEY HAVE NO SUPERVISION UNCIER THEMSELVES, THEY ВА Pry. NTCHIKOVA 





Robert Wysocki 





MANAGE TO dIFFERENTIATE THEIR CUTIES FAIRLY SO ONE MAY SAY 






AGNIESZKA KONWERSKAS | 





THAT POT WASHERS ARE like well-lubriCatEd MACIIINES. 





THERE IS SOMETHING ELSE THAT IS included IN THE 

United KINGdOM OF KITCHEN — THE Rrpublië ОЕ E IN 
"ROOM; wiERE.BEN YOoM TOV wields. an@AbsoluTe pow 
IFL ; ПКЕ Guards лм 


Barbora ВІдуК®ЎА | 


















901. 


A quick GIANCE INTO THE FIRST HOUR OF THE LIFE OF AN OFFICE Lady... 
8:30 - 
PHONES ARE RINGING ANd SOMEONE 15 CALLING FOR TIIE OFFICE ON THE walkıe- 


Harriet, ANITA, RITA and JANINE WALK INTO THE OFFICE; DOTH 


TALKIE. 

8:30 - Head OF SHOP IS STANdING IN THE OrriCE TRYING TO GIVE US A liST 
OF PEOPLE GOING ON THE TRIP. I 

8:30 - THEATRE PERSON ENTERS. “May | make 200 рногосоріев OF A SO 
PAGE SCRIPT?” 

8:30 - BOTH TELEPHONES ARE 51111 RINGING. 

8:30 - PHONES ARE ANSWEREd bur Ir 15 Always dirriculr 10 HEAR SO TIE 
OFFICE Ladies ANd JANINE CONSTANTLY REPEAT, “I CANT HEAR YOU, SPEAK 
ор!!!” 

8:30 - А BEN ANd Jerry's dElivERy MAN МЕЕС5 1HE CANTEEN TO DE opENEd 
FOR A delivery. 

8:30 - Tracy is CALLING ON THE INTERCOM FOR A CAMPER TO БЕ paced. 
8:31 - Nigel ENTERS ANd HE 15 bombarded WITH NUMEROUS dEMANdS FOR 
TRIPS. 

8:32 - Counselor at window: “CAN | TAKE SOME MONEY OUT?” 

8:33 - ANd THE TELEPHONE RINGS. RITA yLllS AT THE 1ELLPHONE, “WE'VE 
All GONE HOME.” 

8:34 - COMPUTERS START ACTING SIRANGLIy. ANITA SAYS TO JUST SHUT 
down And lET THEM REST FOR A MINUTE. 

8:35 - Harriet = “4115 HOT IN HERE." JANINE - “Он you MUST bE kiddiNG 
ME" IS WHISPEREd FROM THE background. 

8:36 - ANd THE TELEPHONES RING. 

8:36 - LAURA ANd Mickey walk THROUGH OFFICE ANd say, “Good MORN- 


ING ladies ANd JANINE.” 


8:38 - RITA: “JANINE, ARE YOU Okay?” JANINE: “Он don’t mind ME, I'm 
still IN bed.” 
8:39 - NUMEROUS ANNOUNCEMENTS ARE МАЧЕ by биор Heads, Rob, 


Mickey, OFFICE Ladies And JANINE. 
8:40 - Counselor ar window: “HAS THE SHOPPER lert yer?” RITA - 
“No, VM SITTING RIGHT HERE.” 

8:41 - Counselor AT window: “CAN | TAKE SOME 
MONEY OUT?” 

8:42 - Head or SHOP RUNS THROUGH OFFICE WITH 
second List OF cHildREN GOING ON TRIP. 

8:43 - 
sctitdule INTO New York?” “CAN SOMEONE dRIVE МЕ, 


Counselor AT window: "Do you HAVE A bus 


CAN SOMEONE DICK ME Up, CAN SOMEONE .TAKE CARE OF 





Carolyn ADRAMS-DYER 


ANITA BROOk-DUPREE 


TR ші us Vm ON MT 
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“Did you GET My PICTURES back YET?” 


9:04 - Counselor AT window: 
(TELEPHONE 15 RINGING) HARRIET - “NO, THE SHOPPER JUST LEFT, COME back 


LUNCH тіме!!” 


9:05 - TRIP ON THE PORCH PREPARES TO LEAVE. 

9:06 - PARENT АТ WINdOW SIGNING CHIld OUT. 

9:07 - JOANNA, CIT Counselor, walks THROUGH OFFICE WITH A VERY 
TiREd look ON HER FACE. 

9:08 - And THE TELEPHONES RING!!!!! 

9:09 - Counselor AT window:"CAN | boRROW A PEN?" 

9:10 - IN THE NEXT 3 MINUTES 5 CAMPERS COME TO THE WINdOW ASKING 


FOR NEW NAME TAGS, All WHILE THE TELEDHONES ARE 
RINGING! 
Ë 24 9:13 - 
staple GUN?” 
9:14 - 


FOR THE TRIP, CAMPERS ON THE PORCH ARE GETTING: 


CAMPER AT window - “DO you HAVE А 


Tanya still HASN'T ARRIVEd WITH THE bus 


Rowdy And 17/5 HARO TO HEAR THE NUMEROUS PAR” 
ENTS ON THE TELEPHONE!!! 


ME?" JANINE Dupree 9:15 - Counselor stANdinG ім background 
8:44 - Counselor at window: “Is IT TOO LATE TO looking Helpless. 

МАКЕ ANOTHER ANNOUNCEMENT?” RITA Pud Ell 9:16 - CAROLYN ENTERS WITH COFFEE ANd А DAGEL 
8:49 - And THE TELEPHONE RINGS!! ANd OFFERS EVERYONE SOME OF HER bacel. 

8:46 - “Daisy, GO IN THE back.” HARRIET YOMTOV 9:17 - And THE TELEPHONES RING!!! 
8:47 - Camper AT door. "I NEEd то spEAk TO g-bz Until 9:20 ber SIIENCE IN THE 

LAURA IS SHE HERE?” Rob Ku ROPATWA OFFICE. 

8:48 - Ben Jackson (2.5 years Old) RUNS INTO THE 9:20 - UPS delivery PERSON ARRIVES. THE 
Orrice, Claire close beHind. BEN: "WHERE'S MUMMY?” PACKAGE THAT THE OrFice Ladies ANd JANINE ARE sTıll 
8:49 - A CAMPER AT THE WINdOW: “HAS THE SHOPPER LEFT yet?” And blaMiNG EACH OTHER Abour WAS NEVER dElivEREd. SHE delivers ІТ ANd WE 
THE ТЕІЕрИОМЕ RINGS! CALL THE MOTHER TO lET HER KNOW. 

8:50 - Віта a.k.a. “THE PERSONAL Sopper” rınally LEAVES. 9:21 - Camper at window: “GAN 1 GET A PHONE сана?” 

8:51 - Computers ARE back up, bur still Nor WORKING PROPERly. 9:22 - DanENT AT WiNdOw, “I WANT TO SIGN My SON ANC 8 OF 115 FRIENCS 
8:52 - MOTHER calls demAandiNG TO KNOW WHAT HADPENEd TO HER ur," AND THE TELEPHONES RINGITIHI 


JAUGHTER'S PACKAGE. INSISTS THAT ІТ WAS СЕШМ ЕЧ ANd WE SIGNEd FOR IT. 
Orrice ladies ANd JANINE GO CRAZY And DEGIN 10 blaME EACI OTHER. 
8:53 - 


IS GOING TO LEAVE IN“? MINUTES?” 


Head оғ SHOp AT window: “CAN YOU ANNOUNCE THAT THE TRIP 


8:54 - CAMPER AT window: “Can I DORROW.A PEN?” 
8:55 - Camper walks iN door. “CAN RING тив GONG?" 
8:27 - "Has THE SHOPPER Iert YET?" 


Harriet & ANITA - “YES, THE SHOPPER Has Lert THE building.” 
8:58 - 
8:59 - 
9:00- ` 
INTO THE COMPUTER. 

STEVE HANds IN THE CANTEEN books; EVERY sincle PERSON IN 


Counselor AT window: “Can | buy А STAMP?” 
“ANd THE TELEPHONES RING. 
SHOP DOOR FOR WEAVING, SEWING ANd ART HAVE TO БЕ — 


CAMD HAS CHARGES TO БЕ ENTEREd FOR THE WEEK. 
9:02 - ` And THE TELEPHONES RING. 
9:02 - А DARENT calls WANTING dIRECTIONS TO THE CAMP FAXEd HOME. 


9:23 - “Daisy, GO IN THE БАСК” 


9:24 - Counselor at window: "CAN | HAVE A CAMP CAR?” 
9:25 - Head or random SHOP BRINGS IN SHOP CHARGE book (two days 
lATE). 


9:26 - Carolyn “Он Good A book ro ENTER, Vll do ir, | don’T WANT ТО 
ANSWER pHONES." 

9:26 - AND THE TELEPHONES RING!ITIT! 

9:27 - TANYA ARRIVES WITH THE bus ANd THE TRIP Finally LEAVES. 

9:28 - Camper AT window: “CAN | buy A PHONE card?” 

9:29 - FedEx delivery ARRIVES, AND THE TELEPHONE RINGS ANd AGAIN IT IS 
A MOTHER ADOUT A PACKAGE HER CHild didN'T RECEIVE. THE PACKAGE WAS 
cookies. Her СНА HAS [EFT CAMP ANd THE MOTHER WANTS TO KNOW WHO 
ATE THE Cookies. THE OFFICE ladies and JANINE CRACK up ANd lauGri АП 
MORNING. 
9:29 - 
9:70 - 


HELENE, THE CHEF, walks IN ANd Asks “WHAT'S dom?” 
COMPUTERS ARE Finally back up ANd WORKING. 
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OUR CAMPING TRIP WITH JASON 





Today, AFTER 
MANY ANNOYING 
delays, WE FINAlly 
left Buck's Rock ro 
GO ON OUR FIRST 
OVERNIGHT CAMPING 


TRIP. 


WE ARRIVEd AT 
OUR dESTINATION ANd 
THOUGHT THE RICE 
WAS OVER. THAT WAS 
UNTIL JASON GROVE 
OVER A COUplE OF 
bouldERs ANd THEN 
backed up INTO A 
RIVER, SOAKING AIL 





THE CAMPERS ANd los- 


ING ONE. SHAME- SHE HAC SUCH NICE EYES. SHE SAT NEXT TO ME bur | FORGOT HER NAME. 


NEXT WE WERE SHOWN TIIE TOILET. AS A 
joke, we locked A Girl INSIdE. WIIEN WE 
REMEMDEREd HER, IT WAS TOO lATE, FOR HER Шұлық bas 
TIME HAd pAssEd ANd SHE НАЯ QUITE clEARIy S HEF 
died OF SUFFOCATION. THOSE TOILETS, My My. 


JASON FARRELL: 
THEY didN'T EVEN HAVE A FIUSHER. AFTER WE 


HEAd OF PIONEERING 


DURIEd HER WE WERE FORCE by JASON TO PUT CATHERINE Noble: 


UP SOME TENTS, INCLUdING HIS OWN. THE place SpEluNkiNG 
WAS diRTy ANd Full оғ buGs. JASON THEN TOld 





US THAT THE KITCHEN HAd NOT pAcked rood 
ANC THAT All WE HAd TO EAT WAS CEREAL. THIS 
ONE GIRL WAS ALLERGIC TO CEREAL SO SHE STARVEd TO dEATH. AFTER WE HAd DURIEd HER, 

JASON HId AWAY, AS A GAME - OR SO HE SAId. Тик Older Girls SOON FOUNd HIM ANd WERE 
REWARdEd WITH FOOd ANd EVEN GOT А RIdE HOME. THE REST ARE srill lookiNG. Upon ARRIVAL 
back AT CAMP WE WERE GIVEN T-SHIRTS THAT SAId, “1 SURVIVEd OVERNIGHT CAMPING WITH 
JASON.” Wow, did | EVER dESERVE THAT. 
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PEAcEFUIly, TWO OF THE 
THREE BRAVE GUARCIANS OF 
THE Mystic Pool slumbER 
IN THE SULTRY HEAT OF THE 
OUTER GEPTHS OF THE 
HILTON. WHERE THEIR 
CREAMS HAVE TRANSpORTEd 
THEM TO, ONE CAN ONIy 
GUESS. Bur JUST AS А SILITH- 
ER OF A SMILE CREEPS ITS 
WAY ACROSS SCOTT KElly's 
FACE, JUST AS JOHN 
Edmond is FINAlly FiNdiNG 
THAT ELUSIVE COMFORTADIE . 





POSITION IN HIS OWN PRIMITIVE dIG, WHICH HAS SOMEHOW PASSEd FOR A bed, THE TWO 
ARE suddenly AWOKEN. THRUST INTO REALITY, THE PAIR TAKE DUT A MOMENT TO ORIENTATE 
THEMSELVES TO THEIR SURROUNGINGS. 

THEY LISTEN. DAYS OF INTENSIVE liFEGUARd TRAINING COUplEd WITH FOUR WEEKS 
THE FiEld' EXPERIENCE IIAVE PREPAREd THEM FOR THIS MOMENT. THE SOUNd AGAIN. A 
RATTLING OF CHAINS. SOMEONE IS TRYING TO GAIN 
UNAUTHORIZEd ACCESS TO THE Mystic Pool. THEY быды бшу иб win, 
ARE AlERTEd IMMEdIATEly TO THE possible dANGER. 5 TAF Е 
THE NOISE ANd COMMOTION CAUSES А STIR ІМ THE 
INNER dEPTHS OF THE HilTON. 

OUICKER THAN ONE CAN WHINGE A dRAWN OUT 
“| CANNN'T', THE IHIRd DRAVE GUARdIAN OF THE SAM Sribonski 
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JOHN Edmond 


Scorr Kelly 


Mystic Pool, SAM Stiborski, ARRIVES TO PROVIdE 





backup. THE OTIIERS ARE ARMEd WITI! keys, FIRST 
Aid box, WHISTLE ANd OTHER NECESSARY ACCOU- I 
TREMENTS 10 dEFENd THEMSElvES.-SAM (Booka), HOWEVER, 15 dRESSEd IN HER SkIMpy 
Бікімі ANd GARRYING JUST HER bottle OF FACTOR 8 SUNTAN CREAM, IN ORdER ТО MAXI- 
MIZE HER TAN ANd) DACIFy THE AUSSIE WARNINGS OF GETTING SKIN CANCER. 

THE Mystic Pool SHINES ПКЕ А SHIMMERING JEWEL. ШКЕ AN AUSSIE TO A DEER, AN 
AMERICAN, TO A HOTdOG OR A POM TO A COMPÍAINTS COUNTER, All ARE lUREd TO THE 
Mystic Pool like A lover’s SWEET CARESS. Always WANTING ONE IAST TOUCH. 

THE dAy CONTINUES WITII VARIOUS CAlls FROM THE FEARLESS THREE FOR “NO-dIVING/, 
“NO RUNNING ANd ‘NO SWEARING’, OR CURSING, AS THE NATIVES OF THIS SAVAGE Land 
SAY. THOSE WHO IGNORE THESE CAlls ARE PRIVILEGEd ENOUGH TO SPENd FIVE MINUTES ON 
THE sidE OF THE Mystic Pool, IN THE SIN BIN, supeRVised by ‘Skells’ ANd ROO (THE 
INFLATADLE KANGAROO.) NEVER TO SIN AGAIN. 

AFTER A LONG dAy OF PROTECTING THE MASSES, TEACHING THEM TO SWIM, GAMES OF 
Marco Polo and Volleyball, THE pool closes As THE SUN GOES GOWN. THE THREE HEAd 
back ТО ТИЕ HILTON ТО RECOVER ANd RECUPERATE, REAdy ТО dEFENd ANd PROTECT FOR 
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Emily MISHALANIE- 


“SHOP COUNSELOR’ 


D 





DURING THIS PAST SEASON AT Buck's Rock, 
MANY OF THE CAMpERS bRAVEd THE TREACHER- 
OUS TERRAIN IN HOPES OF ENJOYING A biT OF 

TENNIS. LiTTIE did THEY KNOW THAT THE 
COURTS WERE GUARdEd by A TENNIS DEAST. THE 
CAMPERS ANd THE DEAST decided то сомрво- 

MISE ANd, IN THE EN. GREAT FUN WAS НАЯ. 
UNFORTUNATEly, THE beast liked THE CAMPERS 
SO MUCH THAT SHE decided то КЕЕр A couple 


FOR HERSEIF... 
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WATERMELON LEAGUE/ 


SOCCER 
World Cup yEAR OVER IN JADAN ANd KOREA INSPIRES THE SOCCER dEVOTEES OUT ONTO THE FiEld TO do 
battle ON Sunday EVENINGS. THE TEAMS CONSIST OF CAMPERS ANd STAFF, REFLECTING THE INTERNATIONAL 
NATURE OF Buck's Rock. 
Wuilst IN JAPAN BRAZIL REGAINS THE FAMOUS GOld TROPHY, HERE IN CONNECTICUT PIAYERS REPRESENT” 
ING AUSTRALIA, SOUTII AFRICA, GHANA, England, RUSSIA, THE MIGHTY Polska ANd, OF COURSE, THE UNITEd 
STATES, COME TOGETHER FOR SOCCER SWEAT ON WARM SUMMER EVES. 
UNPpIANNEd TIME-OUTS OCCUR AS THE PLAYERS HUNT FOR THE lost БАП kicked deep INTO THE SUR- 
ROUNdING TREES. THE LIGHT DEGINS TO FAdE bur THE love OF “THE BEAUTIFUL GAME” ENdURES UNTIL THE FINAL 
WHISTLE. 
THE plAyERS EXIT THE GRASSY STAGE Amidst HANdsHAKES ANd SMILES WITH REQUESTS FOR ANd PROMISES 
OF REMATCHES. 
“WHEN do WE play AGAIN?” 
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Sortball 


Much like last YEAR, ANd As FAR AS | KNOW, A FEW YEARS DEFORE THAT, MYO CAME UP WITH WHAT AT FIRST 
GIANCE (ANd FOR SOME, SECONd, 1HIRd, ANd SO ON) APPEAREd TO БЕ INCREdIbly STRANGE NAMES FOR THE 
SOFTbAll TEAMS. 

First SESSION, THE NAMES WERE Id Quandry, ICE JAM TRUE Lies, BOVINE KNAC, PORCHE GUTTER Hiss, ANd 
FisH CLONE Job. THESE NAMES АП HAVE TWO THINGS IN COMMON. FIRST OFF, EACH МАМЕ IS AN ANAGRAM. 
Secondly, All OF THE NAMES ARE IN REIATION TO EACH OTHER. | НАС TO FIGURE 
OUT FIRST, WHAT THE THEME WAS, ANd THEN WHAT EACH ANAGRAM WAS WHEN 


EER ES UNSCRAMbled. However, | will Ier you OFF EASIly. THE THEME WAS CELEDRI- 
EL 4 Dos 


А Е TIES WHOSE CHIldREN HAVE ATTENdEd OR CURRENTLY ATTENd Buck's Rock. TEST 
€ YOUR SCRAMDIING skills! 

SECONd SESSION, OF COURSE, FOllowEd IN SUIT. EACH NAME WAS AN ANA- 
Steve Dicke GRAM. THE NAMES WERE: KNEE Lab Dial, TIN Market Actors, IRS ІСЕ5 


Majors, ANd FEAR VANILLA ZEN KEGGER THINK МЕКЕ. ONCE AGAIN, | Had TO 
FIGURE OUT THE THEME ANd UNSCRAMDIE EACH, ANd | will, ONCE AGAIN LET 
MATT MCGORRY you OFF EAsily. THE THEME IS CAMPERS THAT TOOK A break ANd LATER 
RETURNEd As COUNSELORS Ar Bucks Rock. “А HelpFul HINT, THE LAST TEAM 
. МАМЕ INCludes A FEW Middle NAMES. 
IN Addırıon TO Odd NAMES, THE 2002 WATERMELON SEASON HAS DEEN Full OF 


Tobias WASSER 





oddities. FOR INSTANCE, Tobias ANd Alex, yes Tobias And Alex, NOT STEVE, WON THE CHAMPIONSHIP FIRST 


SESSION. A SECONd Oddity WAS ТИЕ IIOMERUN SURGE FROM THE CITs. Tuis Added ENERGY MAY HAVE DEEN dRIV- 
EN by THE HOMERUN RACE УУНІСІН WAS WON by Nick Panken (THEATRE CIT) WITH FOUR. AS OF YET, THE 











We? REUNION OF THE SAVAGE LANd 
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By TOM HOUSEMAN 


ON July 20, 2002, ALUMNI Flocked To THE 
` ú ANY hy ju; SAVAGE LANd FOR THE GOTH REUNION or Bucks Rock. - 
; NI N Old ANd YOUNG RETURNEd TO THE PLACE IN WHICH 
Na ON ah ¥ THEY HAC SPENT THEIR CHIldHOOd SUMMERS. Adults 
WHO REMEMbEREd Buck's Rock FROM THE 505 and = 
60s, A TIME WHEN THERE WAS A SCIENCE lAb bur NO 
Studio 59, CAME back TO RETURN TO THEIR MEMORIES. 
АП OVER CAMP, EVENTS WERE Held ТО SIGNIFY = 
THE IMPORTANCE OF THIS алу. Old yearbooks, NEWSPA- 
PERS, ANd LITERARY MAGAZINES WERE = Dem S 
Pulled our FROM UNdERNEATH Pub то 
REMINd ALUMNI OF THE SUMMERS THEY 
SPENT HERE. SIGNS WERE PUT UP ON 
THE LAWN, GROUPEd by decade so old 
CAMPERS COUld FINd OTHERS OF THEIR 
YEAR. AN ALUMNI SOFTBALL GAME WAS 
HEld ON THE sorrball Field, possibly 
TO REMINd US OF THE AMAZING Buck's 
Rock SPORTS PROGRAMS OF THE PAST? 
THE NEW Clowns combined with old 
CLOWNS TO PUT ON A 1ulARIOUS 
IMPROVISATION SHOW. A GIGANTIC GUI- 
TAR SNACK WAS HEld ON THE LAWN, IN 
WHICH A COMDINATION OF Old ANd 
NEW SONGS WERE Played. CAMpERs 
ANd COUNSELORS OF THE PAST 
RETURNEd TO VISIT SHOPS THEY OFTEN š š 
SPENT TIME IN OR WORKEd АТ, ANd SPENT TIME TALKING TO CAMPERS WHO NOW FREQUENT 
THOSE SHOPS. 











стем 


THE SHINING MOMENT OF THE day was 
THE PRESENTATION OF THE DEAUTIFUI 
60TH REUNION MURAL, CONSTRUCTEd 
by CURRENT Buck's Rock CAMPERS, 

CITs, ANd srAFF-MEMbERs. THIS 
MURAL coMbiNEd A PAINTING OF 

ERNST, THE CREATOR OF THE DHENOM- 

ENON THAT IS Buck's Rock, ANd His 
WIFE, IISE, WITH PAINTINGS THAT 
AdMiRAbly REPRESENT WIIAT Buck's 

Rock MEANS ТО АП OF Us THAT HAVE _ 

COME IN CONTACT WITH IT IN THESE 
PAST 60 YEARS. 

AFTER A алу Filled WITH FUN ACTIVI- — 
TIES ANd MEMORIES, THE ALUMNI LEFT 
THE SAVAGE lANd OF Buck's Rock, 
LEAVING Everybody THINKING About — 

THE WONCERFUL EXPERIENCE THEY HAd 

| JUST PARTAKEN IN. EVERYONE ENJOyEd 

THE ACTION-DACkEd 6Отн REUNION, — 








Мап and Adrienne 
as part of the 
Rotating House Band! 













Gabby Lang 
and Gabe Kishnevski in 


“Rapper's Delight!” 








Sonya, Ben, Arielle, and Annie as the 


BUCKS ROCK CHEER SQUAD 
in “Mickey”! 
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Jon's Friends 
By Jill Marcellus 


A new non-profit organization has arisen from the depths of the Pub Garden to help those campers feel 
ing the pangs of loneliness. Jon's Friends, the name of this benevolent program, allows the more solitary camper а 
chance at a summer or even a life-long companion. Much like the Animal Farm, campers are able to adopt a friend 
and enhance their summer experience. However, the difference between the two is acute - in the Animal Farm, 
one adopts an animal friend, while Jon's Friends allows you to adopt a solid rock companion. 

One can custom make their friends, providing an outlet for creativity as well as a new acquaintance — 
keeping in the spirit of Buck's Rock. The process of making the stony friends is an important facet of Jon's Friends, 
much more important than the product, in keeping with the philosophy of the camp. The only necessary equipment is 
a Sharpie marker and a rock from the Pub Garden. Simply draw a face and voila - there's your new friend. There 
are still several ready-made friends too, just waiting for you in the Pub Garden. 

The primitive beginning was in 1997 with Pub counselor Mike Miranda and a few friendly-faced rocks, which 
he stashed away in a box. Then, in a later year, another Pub counselor, Jon Leigh, discovered the box and 
decided to revive the tradition. Soon Jon had made several new friends for himself and spread them all 
throughout the Pub Garden. Emma Kirwan, a writing counselor, says, “It's a terribly sad thing that Jon had to 
resort to rocks for friends, but it's good to know that at Buck's Rock you can always find friends somewhere.” In 
fact. the rest of the lonely staff ended up joining in until a smiling face could always be seen from amongst the 
ranks of rocks. 

Now, this amazing solution for loneliness is not only available to friendless Pub staff, but to friendless 
campers as well. The only problem with this wonderful program, however, is the tendency for old friends to disap- 
pear. Sarah Butler, a Pub CIT, recounts her devastation when her friends all disappeared by rolling away down 
the sloping hill of Pub Shop to the Art Shop. “I made a whole bunch of them, and there was one that I really liked 
and she was my favorite and now she's gone. They all are... I need to make a new friend now.” Some friends also 
disappear over the winter or simply fade away. However, this is being worked on and for the moment the good of 
this organization outweighs the bad. 

Overall, most campers who have participated in this program are satisfied. For instance, camper Laura 
Xixi discusses her new friends: “My new friends are great companions! I see them every day and have the added 
bonus of not having to get them up in the morning. I was going to ask my mom to bring up my stuffed monkey, but 
then I realized that Jon's Friends are so much better because they can't be hurt.” So, the next time that youre 
all by yourself, just head on over to the Pub Garden and make friends with the rocks. 





Mikirea, The Lost Heart ter 1 
By Liza Singer 


Upon a high cliff a slim 13-year-old girl sat. Her legs dangled off the edge of the cliff. She had deep 
black hair and short bangs. Swirls of blue and green spun softly in her eyes. She had silky pale skin. She was 
wearing a forest green t-shirt with a minty green fringe and a small pair of beige shorts. There was a fierce 
wind blowing from the north. The sky was covered with dark gray clouds. She flung her head up and looked at 
the sky with wondering eyes. She got up and jumped down from the cliff. 

She flipped through the air and landed on the ground. She bruised her knee and clutched her teeth. 
She got up and started to run like a cheetah until she reached a small cave. She climbed inside and sat down. 
She knew she shouldn't have jumped. but it would take too long to run back to, well. her home. She had lived in 
the caves for as long as she could remember. 

She lived alone in the woods, near a small town. She never went there except one day every year. 
There was an elderly woman who lived in the town that would give her new clothing and blankets and other use- 
ful items. The woman would do this for her because the girl at age five had saved her from a pack of wolves 
and helped her to get home. Afterwards the girl took care of the woman until she was fully recovered. \When 
the woman found out that the girl was an orphan, she offer to adopt her, but the girl simply shook her head and 
returned to the hidden cave that no one knew about except herself. | 

The girl slowly closed her eyes and tried to fall asleep. A black lanky creature walked near her from 
the shadows of the cave and lay down next to her. It had red and orange lines lost in the black of its skin. It 
had piercing eyes that would make anyone shiver. It seemed to be an unusual dragon. 

“Gianoy. her leg is hurt!” Another dragon whispered from the front of the cave. It was a light pink with 
delicate eyes. It had a human-like body that wore a crystal cape and gown. It knelt down, and put one of its 
back spikes into the girls knee. The dragon melted away from the girl and the knee was healed. 

‘Foolish Luleao. Mikirea should survive on her own!” The dark black dragon named Gianoy growled qui- 
etly at the other dragon. Mikirea is what all the magical beings called the girl, but she didn't know. It means 
“warrior of purity’. 

“Gianoy, tonight she must be well for tomorrow she will suffer more pain.” The pink dragon, Luleao, 
answered and then flew away. 

“Insolent fool!” Gianoy cried after Luleao. He turned his head straight up. He opened his mouth and 
blew softly into the sky. The sky turned pitch black. Then Gianoy slowly faded into the darkness. 


The girl woke up and yawned. She looked around at the beautiful sky. She looked at her knee. 

"Huh? What happen? My knee's better. My bruises never healed so fast!" She got another pair of 
clothing out and changed into it. She picked up her other outfit and dashed to the lake. Mikirea started to 
wash her clothing. She put the clothing to hang on a branch of a tree. Mikirea took some water cupped in her 
hands. She brought it up to her face, but before she splashed it onto her face, a voice came from behind her. 

“Child, come with me." It was a musical voice full of nature's relaxing sounds, but any voice wouldve 
scared Mikirea. She was not used to hearing voices. She slowly turned around and stood up. 

“Mikirea, you must trust me. Do not be afraid dear child.” The voice chimed deeply. 

“What or who is this Mikirea?” the child said gently, trying to hide her fear and curiosity. 

“Your name is Mikirea and always will be, you must take this name into meaning, for The time is near. Dont 





around. Mikirea saw a purple dragon, with flower petals as spikes. It wore a cloak made of the most beautiful 
leaves in the world. It had a tail with a small flower at the end of it. Mikirea stared at the dragon. She wasnt 
afraid of it, but she cautiously followed the dragon. She never saw or heard about a dragon before. She didn't 
know what to think of it. The dragon led her to a waterfall. 

The dragon called out, “Kiamiayl” into the long river. A cerulean blue dragon's head popped out of the 
glistening river. The dragon blew into the air and a wave arose from the water. There was a child figure with 
long ears that took form out of the river water. It was wearing a blue shirt and puffy, turquoise shorts. It had 
glowing blue eyes and a blue crystal on its forehead. `. 

Тап elf lord of the water. There are four of us. You are the chosen warrior. Only you can complete the 
task at hand, Mikirea. For the stars, moons and sun of the worlds, speak the truth. You are the only hope for us,” 
the elf said with a mystical voice. She then turned to the cerulean dragon. 

“Kiamiay, my guardian, please show this girl in.” 
Kiamiay was the name of the cerulean dragon. Then 
Kiamiay blew at the waterfall. The water drained and 
there appeared a blue portal behind it. 

“Go now. The town awaits.” Kiamiay said in a 
rhythmical voice to Mikirea. Mikirea shakily entered 
the portal. 

“Sunaymai, go with her. I am feared in the 
town. I must stay,” the purple dragon named Poeru 
said to the Water Elflord. 

“Okay, Poeru. Take care of all the wilderness 
that remains.” Sunaymai eyes glinted as she purred 
her final words before entering the 
portal. 


Mikirea ended up in an ocean. The water was 
cool and harsh to her bare skin, unlike the warm feel- 
ing she got from swimming the lake she had always 
known and loved. She could not tell if day or night 
was arising, she could only tell that her dearest sun 
and moon were not close to this ocean. She choked 
on the water spiraling around her. Her head felt 
dizzy. She tried to swim to a surface, yet there was 
none. She closed her eyes and rubbed them. They 
were stinging fiercely. She felt her feet become numb 
and cold in the dark waters below her. She could 

Photo by Dani Mohrer feel color slowly fading from her face. She saw a 
bleak light shining from behind her as she started to fall beneath the depths of water. 

Sunaymai entered the same ocean, yet she was not prepared for this. She was startled at the young 
lifeless girl slowly falling to the bottom of the depths. She flicked her hands at the sight of Mikirea. The elflord 
stared at the pale-faced girl. A bubble formed around Mikirea. Sunaymai guided the bubble with her hand as 
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Soon she reached a house made out of pearls and sapphires. The door opened automatically. She 
directed the bubble into the house, and then she followed it in. The door then f lung shut. The first room was 
filled with mermaids bustling about. They wore deep blue cloaks and their skin was a shimmering silver. Their 
ears were slightly pointed at the ends. They had bright red eyes that made you feel as though they could 
see right through your heart. Each one’s hair was different. Their fins were scaly silver like the rest of their 
bodies. The mermen looked similar, except they didn't wear blue tloaks, but black ones. They all peered at 
the bubble trying to bid for it. The elflord frantically stopped in front of the bubble and scolded the merpeo- 
ple. 










‘Friends of the water. This is not 5 e-tánd above. She is а human! She has come to save 
. She does not know that. During her time training here, you 
will all treat her with respect and take\patience with her own rules. For you will soon be rewarded greatly 
from her in the near future. Take no notice offer nou. tee to first adapt to our life under sea.” Her 
voice echoed through the hall. All of the creatures stay ill. Then, the doors swung open. There was a tall 
merman with a gold cloak, on his shoulders. He wore a crown filled with jewels. A gold mermaid with a silver 
Cloak swam in frantically from behind the tall merman. 


‚ “You should not judge my choice. She is our only hope.” King Maphaotes lips 
2U 2. The gold mermaid's eyes were full of fear; she suam over to King 
™aphaotes. Her name was Maiden Michelle, princess of Minsidor, Land of the 26th element. 
She pleaded, ‘Dearest father. She is the same as I am to you. I am a maiden and so is she. She is 
Just from a different land. Please father! I beg you have mercy on the child of the land.” He grew less tense 
and mumbled Jo himself as he entered the once again bustling crowd with Michelle following behind him. 





Mikirea woke up іп a small room filled with jars with ancient markings on them. She saw tiny fish swimming 
around her. She reached out and tried to touch one of the jars, but the slick bubble stopped her hand. She 
sighed with relief that she hadn't died in the water. 

Sunaymai, furious, entered he room. “What an incompetent merman!” she growled angrily. She put her hands 
through the bubble and put a small pearl necklace around Mikirea. 

‘Here Mikirea,” her voice softened, "if you truly have the gift, um... you'll have to find out what that “gift” 
. is.. well anyway you should be able to breathe underwater.” Sunaymai took her hands out of the bubble and 
she flicked her hand. The bubble popped and Mikirea swam around in 
the water excitedly , looking around the room. Sunaymai smiled 
and warned, 

“Get some sleep. You will have elemental lessons tomorrow 
morning and Ango doesn't like late students." 





TO BE CONTINUED.. 
If you want to read the rest of he story go to fanfictionnet, go to search and look 


























Self Portrait by Julia Wiener 
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Jungle Summer 
by Rebbekah Yegaromero 








with Jasmine, Lily, Wild Rose incense 






And rich from foreign foods 

The heat lies close From the street fair above. 
Thick fumes hug The parallel city is 
The vengeful pavement, A silken potpourri bag 
Like the careworn quilt Tossed into the sewer, 
Brought to Liberty А vain attempt to stave off emotion. 
From the Old Country 
By a wrinkled grandmother. City is a jungle, 

ing, Fe 
Glittering trees, 
Newly old 
Thick, skinny, stout, tall 
Chrome, steel, and 
Gleaming dirt glass š 
Trees reach out, Toring it apart. 
Grasping rasping begging 


For the omnipresent 
Ever-elusive, swollen 


Swiftly sluggish 


The music swirls, 

Dancing, twirling, pounding drums 
Silenced laughter 

Shouted tears 

Blaring glaring 


ing, 9 Úrsing, smoking 








by Nina BoutsiKaris 


When Lane props herself up on her elbow, she can see a large puddle below her window, a puddle from the 
rainstorm last night. It is still and empty. There are no ripples or disturbances in it. She lays her head down on the 
pillow again and pulls slightly on a strand of hair, separating it from the others and blowing it across her face. The 
air is much warmer than she thought, and this eases some sort of anxiety in her body. Her jaw clenches and 
unclenches. She looks again and there is now a paper napkin floating in the puddle, soaked and brown. 

She Knows in the back of her mind that tomorrow she will be fired, if not today, They might call her any 
— moment asking about her absence for the past two weeks 
_ and they were sorry but she would have to take leave for a 
. while without pay. Not that what she is being paid for is 
worth it at all. Nothing really seems worth it right now. She 
sits for hours, chewing ice, listening to it crack under her 
teeth as she half reads sections of Oscar Wilde's plays. The 
sections she knows. 

I am also disgusted by the sound of my own voice. 
And I'd rather starve than ask to have food passed to me. 
| She draws pictures of desert islands with palm trees in gray 
colored pencil. Yesterday, she pretended she was in France. 
She found some cheese and crackers and sat in her towel- 
lined bathtub listening to Bach Lullabies. The phone rang twice 
yesterday morning. Maybe they have already fired her. 

I practice the best way to accept it. In French 
perhaps? Je reve... Some people say love Knows no age. I 
feel my thoughts eating me. I don't even Know how to say 
some things anymore, like “train ride”...or “raincoat.” I need 
beautiful extremities. 

She is unbraiding her hair now, in front of the mirror. 
She remembers a song she heard once in a nightclub. The 
saxophone part is in her head and humming softly she turns 
on the shower. 

It seems like all I ever do is shower. It takes up time. 
You can't hear a clock tick when you are under gushing water. 

When I say “love” what you process in your head, is your experiences, or theories...it can't be exactly what 
I'm thinking. It’s so funny how we try to communicate concepts. Yet, could communicating be people making the 
concept mutual? That's something we need I suppose. I wonder if the colors we see are different too. 

Lane is aware of a severe change. She's been watching it creep over her, slowly at first, but it's become the heart 
of all other matters and as she towel dries her hair, she wonders when he will need her again. 








By Rachel Schapira 


Chapter 1 

She twirled on her heel. 

Not drunk. 

Not yet. 

Where was her shoe? 

Look at them dancing. 

Two boys brushing hips beneath the flashing lights. Arms swaying. One bore a lion's high, defined cheekbones 
and the deep set eyes of a barn owl. The other was much shorter. His eyes were closed апа he looked the part of 
a practicing prophet. 1 

If she had had a camera she would have captured the neon and leather and the way everything was gleam- 
ing with phosphoric light. | 

The men radiated light washed grag-blue. 

The women glowed with various shades of amber-brown. The color of beer or the sunset if there wasn't too 
much smog. 

The camera would beat against her side as she danced or walked home. The vinyl strap would vote the heavy 
metal stained black. with a 
scarred lens nestled within multi- 
ple rings of steel. 

It was possible that the & 
pictures might fail to account for Ё 
the auras of light/color filtering B 
through the stale cigarette Pus 
smoke. After that she would sim- e 
ply have to paint. Paint like the — $ 
child in her father's basement 
smelling of turpentine and lay- 
ered dust. 

Faint in oils that could 
stone you slowly until you forgot 
what you were trying for. 

She would have painted 
the girl at the bar, with naturally Pë 
black hair, spiked іп soft random тс ER Wm Im wh AS ды үзе 2) 
tufts with lime juice. Photo by Jason Chu 
Exaggerated circles under her eyes so dark and lip so bruised, she didn't need Almay. 

She would have painted the girl at the bar, but she would have OR her with wings of broken glass and a 
gown of note paper so she wouldn't have to poison her hands. : —N 








Chapter à 9 Qu 


She's piloting. her dull Gau standard through 1 yellow. бл and she, БЕ Даш ег window to feel the over- 
baked air gush: over her face filling every orifice. "S | va % 








She» ‚would have slipped.out into the: starless night and walk ex TT beent ang place topa . A still dark form 





snapped into focus just before her front left tire. Her Birk flew off as she slammed on the brakes-Great there's 
another inch off the treads. Gripping the rubber sill, she trust her upper body through the open window. 

It might have been a dead animal wrapped in a taHering piece of fraying tarp. The heap shifted slightly 
Causing its casing to crackle subtly. Snatching a ballpoint from the glove compartment. she slid from her car and 
prodded the crinkled mass cautiously with the butt of the pen. Nothing. 

Her one bare foot spasmed with worry. Kneeling on the oil-slick pavement she shook the bundle with an air of 
rising panic. A short defeated groan emanated from the heart of the parcel. She rolled it over briskly and leaped 
back. A woman laid partially immersed in filth. A beacon with mocha skin and slender hazel eyes. They were the eyes 
of a ninety-year old child set into the smoothly curved face of an ageless goddess. 

To her this woman deserved sixteen cameras. Two in each hand of Shiva. Sixteen rolls of 384 stills of those 
desperate, piercing eyes. Still pools of gold-dappled green glazed with so many years of painful knowing. 


Chapter 3 

The woman smiled and gave the slightest incline of her head as if confirming some hard-earned piece of 
understanding. She touched the shoeless foot tensed on the tar-mended freeway. 

Her touch was like her eyes were like a drug. She felt the earth tilt and saw the silence. The cold silence. 
Saw the silent child that never was, the goddess that would always be. 
The tide of meditation, of memory receded. The hand slid back into the tattered folds of her robe of tarp. The two 
sat in the refuge. The gleam of streetlamps, suddenly alight, glanced off at the intersection. Their eyes read each 
other. Interlocked in some profound communication. The smile had added gradually from the elder's creaseless face. 
Filtering through the tumult of blaring commotion the young woman strained to recall a long-forgotten song her sister 
had once sung when their parents were “having it out.” 

“The Shaman can see without eyes. 

Speak without breaking silence. 

Fly on wings of barbed wire 

Across cities of bleeding souls.” 


It went on like that. And somehow the woman was like the girl at the bar. But not as much as she was like the 
angels in her ex's letters. Flowing across the margins of his scrawled love notes. But.they had been imperfect. Just 
by being so serene they were imperfect. 

The aged child was perfect. The aged child who sat..who suddenly broke contact and all conjunction was 
lost. 

And then the goddess sailed away. The child pranced away singing. The shaman unfurled her wings and the 
girl at the bar cried for the first time in years. 

At the ЕК. they told her the woman had just been old. That she had st been far too old. But she had been 
young and old and brave and terrified and wise and dead but still alive. She was still around. Collapsing on the inter- 
sections and saving the fledgling warriors. 


Epilogue 

She is older. She is single. And sometimes she wants to bang her wrists; to burn her palms, but then the old 
woman speaks, silent and concise: 

“Just be the flawed angel at the edge of the page.” 

“You don't have to be the shaman or mend the broken.’ 


And romomhor enonlinm uh werde ie enmotimoe Rhetor thon ant enoakinnm nt al” 


Changes 


By Tom Houseman 


We used to play together 

When we were younger 

When you were different 

Dress up, house, Barbies 

Lost in memories 

High school swept it away 

Dress up is no longer a game for you 
It is a part of your life 

You don't play with Barbies 

You are a Barbie 
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I know you still have a soul 
Smothered beneath Abercrombie 
Choked by eye shadow and boys 
I can't find you anymore 

You are hidden by Prada and lipstick 
You have a new life 

A life without me 

You laugh at me now 

Because I am different 

I cry for you now 

Because you are the same. 





Photo by Allison Rodman 





Holy Proclamations 
Jill Marcellus 


And the Lord said. 
"Let there be hamsters." 


And Laura the hamster peeked her head up out of a food’b 


And the Lord said, 
"Let there be hamsters with lightsabers." 





And Laura the hamster swung her lightsaber in a wide arc through the air. 


And the Lord said, 
“Let there be hamster Star Wars junkies.” 


And Emma the hamster stared with intense fixation at the lightsaber. 


And the Lord said, 


"Let there be good-looking heroes to amuse the Star Wars junkies.” 


And Ewan the hamster gave a wide-eyed stare before showing off muscles in one incredible leap. 


And the Lord said, 
"Let there be order.” 


And Emma the hamster ignored the Lord and ran at 
her. 


And the Lord gave in, and the Lord said, 
‘Let there be discord.” 


And there was,d 





mSter while Laura the hamster attempted to stop 


[ 

















қ az Eli Teller 




















Fainting by Valerie Au 


Send Me Pack 


by Emily Friedhoff $ 
Send me Peace 


So that 1 can walk the streets of any city 
. And know that I will not be judged 


Send me Peace i 
So that the light will hit me the same as any other pers 
On any other part of the world 


Send me Peace 
So that І can express my opinię Send me Love 
Without having to defend my idea So that I may share it 

| With the rest of the world 
Send me Love 
So that I may grow tote а 


fuller person Send me Love 
And live life conne he 


human being So that all may flourish 
In this time of need 






Send me Tranquility 
So that I can meditate on my soul 
And open up to the world 


Send me Tranquility 
So that chaos canno 


O 








And I can fight it edly 
Send me Understanding 
ES Cl the world will listen with opened Send me Tranquilitt 

So that I can-find m 
And not attack others for their belief And keep on my ath 
Send me Understanding Send me Un tanding 
So that we can hear every voice So that I may listen to othe 
Clearly And resist the need to wi 
Send me Honesty 


So that all our convictions 
are on the same wavelength 


Send me Honesty 
So that we can all listen to each other 
And know that we can all trust what is said 


Send me Peace 
So that the world will forget 
War, Violence, and Hatred 






Send me Honesty 
So that beliefs are Send me Peace 


So that skies will no longe 
ad Caer аи With the smoke from explosions and bullets 


Send me Peace 
So that we may walk hand-in-hand 

And know that we've EISE the world for 
the better. 


A frozen tear 


by Seth Caplan 


A frozen tear, 

Petrified in time. 
Memories came from it, 
While I cried. 

One small drop, 

Forever stands. 

Inside, 

A black sea of mystery. 


One who dares to swim in it. 


Will surely drown. 
For no one can stand it, 


ending 
By Sarah Butler 


Excuse me while I fall 
Into the abyss of your eyes 
There's nothing for me there, 
I've been forced to realize 


The great pain of a spear. 

Shooting up into your soul. 

The spear of agony, pain and depression, 
Sends you into an infinite plunge. 


It was all my pretending 
Wishing it were true 
It was all my pretending 
meant something to you 


To the end of time. 

One tear, 

One frozen tear, ways wanted to be 
It can show you the stor ar kind. rong ds yoU seemed 


As independent and carefree 
C) . Loose on the breeze 

It was all my pretending 
Wishing it were true 


It was all my pretending 
I meant something to you 


Now there's no more pretending 
Inside my heart 
That I had a chance for it to be 
You and me 
All alone 


'Cause 


It was all my pretending 
Wishing it were true 
It was all my pretending 
I meant something to you 
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[he Book Arts Conspiracy 
By Lavra XiXi 


There was a silence. 

There was another silence. 

There was the noise of someone embarrassedly breaking the silence with a sharp cough. 

And then there was silence again. | 

The silence continued just up to the кн where it seemed that the e peoples ears would explode if there were any 
more silence. ge 

The silence continued, and the ears/óf п MN 

Then, abruptly, there was the loód complaining чы of М ie from the VCR. 

There was a sudden rush of whispering as the administrators conferred around the self-proclaimed TV experts. Leila 
Branch sighed in exasperation to her friend Julianna McKenzie as the experts gesticulated at each other wildly. “Will 
they ever get that thing to-drat!” Leila swatted at an errant bug that was for some reason trying to make its way into 
her eye. "Before we're eaten alive?” , 

Leila’s words fell in а lull of whispering, and she reddened at Ж 
ily, Mr. Sentashgnka stood back from the now darkened scréen, 
audience waited in the dark. A 

Their expectancy (and silence) was finally ref n the bla sen sputtered into recalcitrant life. A headline 
flashed across the screen. "Welcome to Buck's Rock 2007,” the banner read. 2 

Leila allowed herself to relax into sleepy umm she r wasnt due for a few minutes. Beside 
her. Julianna stared at the screen in a mixture of rapt attention and consternation. This was her first time at “the 
Rock", and she had never heard of the rather infamous orientation-vide 

Leila tried to find a comfortable way to sit on the hard packed dirt. She took out her mini video camera and fiddled 
around with it until the words “Book Arts” boomed across the eagerly waiting audience. She pressed the “record” but- 
ton, then settled back to film. 

A shop came into view -- unprepossessing, painted a darkish green, "With screen windows peeping through the facade 
to let a bit of frightened light in. “Nothing sinister as of yet,” Leila noted quietly into the microphone on her camera, 
eliciting a few confused looks from those around her. A young man smiled and gestured around behind him at the shop 













e inquisitive stares turned towards her. But then, luck- 
and a respectful silence once again lapsed as the 










occurring. Nothing but a feeling, Leila corrected herself. Somehow, the man who was counselor now projected a sort of 
- evil vibe. Leila almost laughed out loud at her silly fancies People didn't give off feelings = or at least, not ones like 
N 








good and evil. | 
Leila turned off the camera and stowed it away. There was no need for th of the video to be taped. She 
urbed, around at the other 
campers. Most were taken in the same way that Julianna was. Leila shook her friend. "Wake up, wake up, Julianna, 
hello." 


ly. 

“I'm fine- really.” Julianna wriggled under Leila's ministrations, which ceased as suddenly as they had begun. Leila 
settled back uncomfortably, What was it that had caused Julianna to lose focus? And why just then? Then a chill ran 
Anion lone залал TE Res Ба anna suena the Bank Arte кел 





d 


\ he Sick Lion Tamer and the Kleptomaniac Witch 


СУ 4 Joshua Feintuch 
| | 


Тһе judo bangéd his gavel, but the whole room had already been silent for the past six minutes, 
waiting for him to come to his senses. He let out a great sneeze and wiped his nose with his forearm. 
"Gir. may I offer you a tissue?” asked the defendant, an elderly woman acc f witchcraft 
N 


and burglary but pleading insanity. 
look entered the judge s eyes. шар DID YOU STEAL THOSE TISS ES FROM, 


YOU WITCH?! he bellowed. 






insubordinate witness. The er himself walked over to the witness апа barked at her. She snarled 
back, baring her teeth. The exchange continued for several more minutes, until the subdued judge slunk 
into the cage and the lion trotted up to the judge's podium. She banged the gavel around for about 
five minutes, during which time the prosecutor's chewed-off foot fell from her mouth. "How embarrassing,” 
muttered the schizophrenic, kleptomaniac witch. 

From then on, the trial continued smoothly, in spite of the sexual tension between the new judge 
and the lesbian, schizophrenic, kleptomaniac witch. When the witch herself was called to the stand, she 
persuaded the jury that she was high when she cast the spell that-bra inwashed her into entering her 





only letting the judge out of the cage when they needed him To tix The oilet. 














Hillary Cohen 
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Leona 
By Liz Platt 


A Savage Land. Leona lived in a Savage Land. A Savage Land where babies were weaned on 
crack-laced milk. Where forgotten teenagers roamed the streets at night. Where dictators starved 
their people, though the land was fertile, and best friends starved themselves till they needed a 
plastic tube stuffed down their throat. A Savage Land where strangers were stabbed in the night 
for a warm coat and cousins cut to watch their own arms bleed. Where a park could be home to 
the loved and the cared for by day, to the wretched and the cast aside by night. Leona lived in A 
Savage Land where buildings crumbled into the earth. 

She wasn't going to lie about it. The night of September Eleventh Leona wasn't downtown 
helping doctors care for the all-too-few survivors. She wasn't uptown making sandwiches for fire- 
men. She wasn't even walking the streets of New York with a candle lit in her hand. No, that night, 
Leona sat in her living room with Hallie and Morgan, and got very, very drunk. She Knew it wasnt 
a healthy reaction then, just like she knew it wasn't a healthy reaction now, stumbling up Central 
Park West at four in the morning, on a cool March night. 

The tawny liquor from the trendy West Side bar made Leona feel like some bosomy western 
floozy, sitting atop a red velvet saloon stool. She smiled, imagining herself melt into the sunset atop 
a silky brown Arabian horse named Truelove, or Endless Quest. On the graying pavement beside 
her, Morgan walked in silence. That is how they look together- tall and short, black and white, one 
a line and one all full of curves. Hallie was further ahead, examining every step of the journey 
before Morgan and Leona reached it, like a guide leading two explorers into the depths of an 
Amazon jungle. ; Looking down, Hallie appeared to have found a new wonder. 

“The sidewalks” 
“What?” answered Leona- softly, mournfully. 

“The sidewalks. Look, they're sparkling.” 











Peace of Mind (excerpt) 
by Annie Schapira A 


Larry set his spool bag down ofthe table. "Hope you don't mind it being just the two of us.” 
nge i ‘m used to coming home to an empty house. My mom works in the 





evenings, too 
“What's she inside the refrigerator. = 
“Waitress. But 5h dubie. góing to cooking school, God help us all. W 
“She has.chee raetice. We've got crackers and disgusting, unhea 

in the cabine Терен 













e” Do not think you have to be а gracious host here | қ 
able to perform it with a mar- 


while most self included, much as she hated to admit it — seeme = 
ginal amount of-gracé and dignity. It was one of life's little mysteries, one that ‘she didn't feel like wasting her time 
solving. = 
“I don't get it,” he complained as they sat at the table with the striped cloth, on cheddar-cheese | 
popcorn from a bag roughly the size of a feed sack. “We haven't been here a month, she's already, you 
Know, with it.” 
“You haven't made any friends?” Actually, now that she thought about it, she wasnt very surprised that she 


was surprised. = 
"Well, you. And I've started hanging out some with Reese Levine and the rest of the track squad." | 
"Really?" Angelina stared at him over the top of her orange soda. "You run?" 
“Some. I got an idea that you do е long here if you're not involved in sports somehow." 
i" she ^ you, like, popular in your old school?" 







"I guess. Smart е 
the best. You?" 

"English. I like to write" ін 

"Dr. Nance is а space cadet, did you Ge that? He wears a tie-dyed lab coat. Thinks he's, what's that guy s 
name? The one on TV who gets all exci ut nitrogen?" 

"Uh, Bill Nye the Science Guy?" Angelina ventured. She had always formally detested that show. 

"Him, yeah.” They both laughed, which brought down whatever tension had remained between them. “I wonder 


if he ever embarrasses his Kid. Dr. Nance, I mean.” — 
"Oliver, in ninth grade? The one with the mud-monster tattoo? He doesnt easily.” 
“But we're supposed to think our parents are weird. It's | : 
mail." Just in time, she noticed 
down, suddenly painfully aware — — 


a rhinestone pasted on her belly 
rebel against her, either. I just like 








like she ordered happiness out of a catalogue and is still waitihg for it to come in t 
his encore presentation of the once-over he'd given her on his first day. She loo 
that she was wearing very tight jeans, a strategically ripped T-shirt that reveal 
button, and twice as much silver jewelry as usual. "And I dont dre 
the look.” 

“Uh-huh.” 

"Im serious, she protested. 

“No, I believe you.” 

Of course, the fact that she described it as a “look” told her something right then and there. “Whenever = 
manna droccoc lko thie nn refiicec tn wear nactel and alter evervthing they think its some Kind of statement 








What's wrong with doing things because you like them, not because it's in... or out? Rebelling is just another way of 
reacting to what everyone else thinks.” Stop it, you're babbling, you're babbling... 

“You don't exactly seem like that Kind of girl, either.” 

"What Kind of girl?” 

“The kind who has nightmares about breaking a nail and loses sleep over who's going to the Valentine's Day 
dance with who.” 

“What's not to Know?” Angelina shrugged and grabbed a handful of popcorn. “Just spend some time in either 
bathroom or sneak a look at the notes that go by your desk and you Know everything, Just because I think high 
| school is the armpit of the universe doesn't mean I can ignore 
everything that goes on there." 
“I Know that Kevin-Travis is going with Jamie Shelley.” 
"Well, duh. They, like, took out an ad in the 
yewitness.” | 
"I Know what you mean. Everyone Knows by now, even 

















jme." 

"No, no," Angelina set down her glass. "I mean, they 
literally took out an ad. It's on page seven. Look for it when it 
comes out. KT. and J.S. bound eternally or something like 


“Wow.” 
"And The Ineffable Jeff... watch it, or you'll snarf out 
е ` your nose!” she cried as he practically choked оп his Seven-Up. 
EE. "Sorry." 
"Why should you be?" she asked, raising one eyebrow. 
le Its your house.” 
"Right. Do you really call him that?" 
"My sister thought it up," she explained. "Anyway, he's 
going with Cindy Nathan." 
"Do you have a date yet?" Now he was back to awk- 
n el Ё ward again. 
Photo by Audrey Gelman I wasn't going to go. 
^. "Oh." He ran one finger around the edge of his SCH can. 

"Most of Dis dances are a way to Com your Sr, other, and 1 don't have one.” Stop it, you're leaving 
the door wide ópen. Z 

“Would you go if someone asked you?” 

“Depends.” She gave him her best challenging stare. "Not i if he took about ten years to do iL. He'd have to 
just come out and say it. ‘Will you go to the dance with me?’ Why is it so hard for you people to — 

"Will you go to the dance with me?" Larry asked. “And 1 dont like when girls play games when answering, 
either. They should just say ‘yes. Or no." \ 

"Yes. " 7 

“Yes?” He didnt look like he could believe it. 

“You heard me.” 

"Okay," he said, trying to look like he Knew what her answer would be all along. 

"Okay?" 








Innocent, just innocent kids. 
1 Playful and sweet. 


But are they truly innocent? 
Screams, yells haunting those Kids. 
Dont try to hide the truth. 
Kids have eyes and ears too, you Know. 
Everything they hear and see, 
Goes deeper in their minds than they can control. 


Laughing, all you see and hear is laughing, 
Their tears are silent, 
Hiding you from the truth. 
Those Kids, 
They'll never understand. 
If you tell them not to lie, 
Why do you?  — 
They Know what has happened, 
You Know you can't hide from that fact. 


_ Trying not to give up. 
You think you're helping those Kids, 
When divorce is the only other answer? 
They hate your pain, 
You feel pain. 
It's not helping. 
It's only suffering: 
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Painting by Jennie Sears 


Memories 
By Sarah Butler 


You can never re-wak the highways of your past 

And you will never find the way to make the perfect sunset last 

= But you can live it all over in your memories s 
You can watch the stars trace their path once more, you can see that perfect sunset, 

— and you can relive that loving moment 

In gour memories 


Time flies by; live each moment up, though it's hard to know you'll have to give them up 
Leaving them behind, walking only forwards; you know it'll never be the same | 
But you can live it all over in your memories | 
You can watch the stars trace their path once more, you can see that perfect sunset, 
and gou can relive that lóving moment 

In gour memories 


Seeing that perfect sunset, knowing it will soon fade away. glory in its beautg no matter 
what some folks may say 
‘Cause it can never fade, never die, once it's seen by mortal eyes 
For you can live it all over in your memories 
! You can watch the stars trace their path once more, you can see that perfect sunset, 
= You can relive that loving moment 

In gour memories 


In gour memories 
In gour memories 
Memories 














Doub. Neg. 


Jonah Rosenberg 


I saw the cookies, 


My eye slowly opening and 
Closing. 
A nervous tic for the look of the aforementioned 


conglomerations of ingredients. 
The cookies were chocolate chocolate 
Chip. 
' The sun glistened on the fresh-baked morsels, 
Dripping, gooey, sweet. 


I drool slightly I can't control myself. 
Slowly, in my sight, a milk person appe 
In the warm winter breeze I hear, 
"Got Milk?” “Got Milk?” 
I see the milk person drink a glass of milk. 
Her esophagus disappeared momehtarily and I realized my/grievous error. 









I thought back to d racing. 

ruth tables, not-no 

If when drinking the milk, the milk person's esophagus turned to 
Then milk plus milk must be both negative, 

and thus evil. 






By means of syllogism, 
Since the phrase is always cookies and milk, 
then cookies are evil. 


Upon this realization I lost my nervous tic. em was good. 


Cookies are yummy. 
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eh Pub Ship 














"Tis a black night, and savage; the winds howl and slam the savage seas against the sharp rocks that line the tiny 
cove. "Tis an evil night, and all good souls are tucked in their beds, but while the good folk slecp, these pirates have booty 
to unload. 

*Darrrgh! Put that chest in the back o' the cave, laddie!" cries Captain Bob, waving the hook that has adorned his 
arm since a mysterious printing accident long ago. 

* Aye aye, Captain!" replies Sarah brightly, piling half their booty in the back corner before the others can move. 
Liz struggles in behind her, bowed under the weight of priceless stationery. She puts down her chest and brushes off her 
skirt. "What's next? Is there anything for me to do? Where's Emily?" 

A short search finds Emily in the jungle outside the cave. She's already dug six holes to bury the treasure chests, 
and she's adjusting her glasses and looking contrite. “Tm sorry. I haven't finished." Anna gives her a hug. 

Nearby, cabin boys Sam and Tom argue whether the island should be called “Tom is God,’ or ‘Oops I tripped and 
hurt my glavin.’ To their luck, Amy’s on hand to politely intervene and suggest that neither title be appropriate. The crew 
call a quick meeting, and vote to name it something about fonts. 

The inseparable crewpersons Skyler and Adam start sketching maps to the treasure, adding little anime charac- 
ters. “Ooh!” exclaims Tom, “How about we call the map “Dude, where’s my treasure?” 

The crew call a quick meetinz, and vote to keelhaul Tom. 


Dawn comes early, with rosy fingers and Tobias Wasser paged to the awffice, to find Captain Bob standing at the 
prow of the long boat as it glides swiftly through calm waters under the oars of its crew. In the distance is the 
Publications, the finest ship to sail. With its long wooden hull and tall masts, it is a majestic sight, even if it is listing 
slightly on precarious cinderblock anchors. 

Tallulah Belle is avidly reading, turning pages with a foot as she rows, but she suddenly looks up, counting off 
heads with a frown. “Where be Jill-bo?" | 

* Avast!" cries Captain Bob, and all the crew stop rowing, and look guilty. 

“Which of you scoundrels were supposed to count us off?" asks Liz. More guilty silence. 

“Darrgh, bring her about, lads." 

They turn the boat around and pull back to the shore, where Jill-bo Baggins is waiting, arms folded, foot tapping, 
but irritation otherwise well-hidden. This be getting a bad habit for the Publications crew. Jill-bo bears it like a sailor, but 
all suspect that one day she may snap. There are tales told in whispers of a dark and shady past, of political assassination, 
and of a young schoolmaster who hasn't been the same since she stormed the schoolhouse. J ill-bo ain't known to suffer 
fools gladly. j 


The long boat pulls aside the Publications, and Karen, the funkicst pirate aboard, adjusts her funky white sun- 
glasses as she greets them. "You found a cave? That's awesome!" She calls a poetry workshop to celebratc. 

Skyler and Adam bring piles of ship's biscuits, and the band of ruffians produce beautiful, perfectly metered trio- 
lets. Yet there be no hope for these rogues; tlicy may be poets at heart but all the writing clipboards be thieved. 

First Mate Emma sits on deck, still cating her breakfast, muttering orders through a mouthful of gruel. “Skyler, 
Adam, has that map been checked off by a writing officer?” 


he, Skyler and Adam shuffle their boots, but there's a gasp of delight from the poop deck. “Can I?” comes the shrill, 
eager cry from Jonah. “Can J cdit it?” Emma waves her approval, and Jonah near hyperventilates with joy, then 

ы.” ~ goes below in search of his red pen. 

шы 7. a ! Young crewman Judy also heads below, but peril awaits, for she has chosen the short cut through the gal- 



















ley, and she is trapped by the fort of cercal boxes. There is movement bchind her. The ship's cook. Ian. 
Invisible at first, camouflaged against the chugging stove by the food spills that cover his shirt, but now he 
steps forward to see who has invaded his domain. 
“Oh!” exclaims Judy, oblivious to the dangers. “Are you the 
guy who cooks?” I 
Ian's lips purse. “Yeah, that's me, the guy who cooks." 
Somehow, he manages to pout and glare 
at the same time, as he waves the gruel 
spoon. *Nobody on this 'ere ship 
appreciates me.” Ilis attention is 
caught by a moth fluttering 
on the corner of the 
bench - his hand 
shoots 
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out to catch 
it, and he throws 
it in the stew. 

' "Go 'way." saysa 
toddler sitting in the cor- 
ner. 

“Is that your baby?” 

Ian hesitates, a look in 
his eye that promises a sly retort, 
but he says nothing. 

“I thought he was just a random baby, that got 
passed around the ship,” explains Judy. 

“Bloody ’ell,” mutters Ian. 

The baby tips his head. 

“Bloody ’ell, Bob.” 


Up on deck, the crew are preparing to sail to Bob’s sharp commands. “Darrgh, Sarah, you might want to loosen that 
foreroyal over there; it’s not goin’ to do us much good like that. We oughta be lookin’ lively by now; there’s a lotta work 
ahead of us.” 

Emma walks past him. “Strike the topgallant, reeve the gaff-brace, strike the topsails. Weigh anchor!” 

Of course, the pirates are swarming across the deck and climbing the rigging heedless of the commands. “Nobody 
print!” cries Nick, the sails unfurl, the ship lurches, and the Publications be on its way. 

I The sun be high, the breeze gentle, the sailors enjoying the peace. April plays Metallica's “Nothing else matters' on 
her over-sized fiddle, Meghan dances on the fo'c's'le. Joey called earlier that she play ‘Amelie’, but a pot came flying out 
the galley to crack against the back of his head, and he's retired to a cup of tea and the safety of his watch. 

Emily and Sarah are mending sails, Liz is fishing for seaweed. Some rapscallion from the Royal Navy rowed up 
earlier to ask if he might possibly just quickly please check his e-mail, and Emma is busy impaling his head on the 
bowsprit. The rest of the crew are trading scuttlebutt of conspiracies in nearby lands, taking online quizzes to find out if 
they are gay, or squabbling like seagulls over the hammock. 

*Keep the peace, ya ruffians!" growls Brett, who is grumpily swabbing the deck. "Mind the hammock, sea slugs, or 
I'll see you walk the plank!" | 

| They ignore him, and he be so absorbed in his cursing, he don't see the rascally Sam creep up behind him. He 
howls as a barrel of water is dumped on his head. “Ya scurvy dawg!” yells Brett, and chases Sam about the ship, Nick in 
pursuit of 'em both across the deck and around the masts. A great portion of the ship's meager fresh water supply ends up 
dripping from the three, until Nick splashes Meghan and finds himself hoisted from the yard-arm. 

Captain Bob gives a hearty chuckle, and turns his eyes back to the helm. Josh has absconded from the Computer 
for the morning, and is watching him steer for want of a better use of his time. “Nice leg, Captain.” 

Bob looks down at his wooden leg. “Yeah, it’s great, isn't it? Picked it up at a pier sale — 
guy was askin' ten dollars; I argued him down ta five. Sanded it down, gave it a coat of pol- 
ish — good as new. Some people'd throw a fine piece of wood like this out, I don't know 
why... My wife has a wooden leg-" 

*Ship ahoy!" comes the cry from the crows nest, "Yo-ho-ho!" 
Pirate Joey has spied another ship, one that may be carrying 
precious goods. Joey's a mystery among pirates: quiet, but his 
word is well held by the crew. The Publications were a peaceful 
vessel, floating from port to port in honest trade ’til Joey 
arrived. He was the one who raised the Jolly Roger and 

turned the ship to crime, and yet somehow, his word were 

never questioned. One day the ship were peacefully trading 
Pringles; the next it were looting and pil- 
laging. Joey 



































^ whiskers 
to look more fierce, but he's a cabin boy at heart. 
The crew are willing to fight, cutlasses at the ready, 
but Joey takes another look through his spyglass. ^No, it's the 
Batik." 
The crew stand down - all but Brett, who jumps to a cannon 
and fires off random shots. From the Batik, crewman Emma returns 
fire. The rest of the two crews give friendly waves, but the crew of the 
Publications are disappointed. Times have been lean, since the fever swept 





through thesc parts. 
Them was harsh times, entire ships crippled as crews collapsed, hardened sailors brought low by the sickness. 


For days, ships floated adrift, rows of sailors hanging green-faced and pink-arsed over the sides. Poor wee Sam took ill 
while on watch in the crow’s nest, and ain't been quite so popular with the crew since. 


In the afternoon, Joey spies another ship, and this time the flag at the top bears a large, silver circle: it's the 
Fleen. 

“To yer stations!” cries Captain Bob, and all scramble for their weapons. There's treasure aplenty aboard the 
Fleen, pieces of eight and pieces of jokes, left-handed monkey-wrenches and Cheese Balls. The Publications schooner lets 
out full sails and chases the Fleen, and the Fleniers try their best but the skyhooks keep catching. Cannon fire brings 
down their mizzenmast, and they’re hopes of escape are dashed. 

The Pub pulls alongside, and ropes are thrown over. “Arrrgh!” cry the Pubbies. 

: “Darrrgh!” cries Captain Bob. I 

“Aaack!” cries the crew of the Fleen. And the Pub crew swarm aboard. 

Tallulah Belle and Jill-bo lead the attack, waving their cutlasses, eager to take their share, and Emily interrupts 
them to guide them downstairs to loot the most precious booty of all: air conditioning. · 

“I’m really very sorry about this,” says Amy, as a hapless Flenier is bound to the mainmast with three-sided tape. 
“It’s just we sent you a note specifically requesting you hand over your treasure yesterday." She politely ransacks the 
Flenier’s pockets for witty in-jokes and theatre program text. 

Judy looks on in concern. “Do you hate us?" 

Meghan and April swing aboard, April a fearsome sight with her eye patch and bright pink mohawk, Meghan tall 
and graceful behind her, but April stops to pull a rat from danger and tuck it safely into her mohawk as Meghan covers 
Tleniers with caulk and sets them afire, spitting vile curses at any who challenge her. I 

Annie, a loyal Pubbie though she was pressed into service on the good ship PASS, has managed to stow away on 
the Publications. She joins the attack with fervor, until she finds a fellow X-Men fan among the Fleen crew and the pair 
pause in their battle to argue comparative views on Xavier. 

Emma is nearby, happily tying two strapping, tanned sailors together. Rachel pauses from her own brand of 
chaos, to shake her head. “You are evil. I love you. Did you see that sign?" She points to the list of rules that are nailed to 
the mizzenmast. 

Emma’s eyes dart down the list, and 
she lets loose an unholy yell. The sign- 
writer has managed to mention both 

CITs and 80s, putting apostro- 

phes on both. She 
quizzes her two sailors 
on the error, and, 




















. find- 
ing them lacking, dis- 
embowels them, and then 

uses their entrails to smear off 


the offending punctuation. 
Anna gives her a hug. 
The battle is interrupted by a strange 
= chiming, and all the crew jump in 
fear. 


“Shiver me timbers! What in 
blazes is that?” cries one terrified 
pirate. 
“I’m sorry, I have to take this call,” says Amy, 
silencing the strange object in her hand and wandering a little way 
off to speak to it. 
Meanwhile, Nick ‘the Instigator’ Himmel has gone insane, his 
crazy blond hair flying as he bounds about the ship, cutlass in one 
hand, dagger in the other, wailing like a banshee. For a moment 
everyone stares in awe of Nick’s repressed anger, as he hacks off 
random limbs and a few heads, accidentally maiming a few 
Pubbies in the process. Soon, though, the others take their 
cue, plundering the ship, scuttling it and setting it alight 
before escaping back to their own. 























Tis a fine haul for the pirates, and they celebrate into 
the night with rum and Cheese Balls and merry pirate 
songs, tormenting the crazy ship’s monkey and gam- 
"os bling over how much gruel Ian 
, can cook before 
sunrise. 
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I think they must be nuts... mine is the first editorial... О.о; oh yes... I still HATE Helvetica. Thank you Annie for getting ` 

on my case for listening to you...:P Thanks to Liz for always knowing the spelling when i ditz out...-.-;; which is often... - . 
— уои rock, and I will miss you fellow Editrix-in-Chief. Thanks to Emily and ‘Sney for making music with me. Have a MAD 
FUN TIME at Bard Emi!!! ^^ you rocketh! sniggle... hrmmm... can't think of anything new... Thanks Anna (my lil'sis type). 
Hannah (sardonic and kooky—^^., Liza (a fellow enthusiast), and Tom-the-Poop (a very polite poop who pokes me too 
much...) for being valiant pubbies. Much loves!!! stay happy!!! 


X thank everyone. You all helo. 
Even when дас dos t. | 


Тһе road was long to find yov, 

and the place where I belong. 

The road is long to leave here, 
where I may not belong. 


Chorus: 
Still I look for you, 

É hear your voice in the mountains, 
dance with you in the night's breeze, 
touch you in the ocean, 
sing with you among the leaves. 


You are part of me my friend, 
the world Ko spinning 'round us. 
E э of life dear omes 
с ар truly trust 
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To the Nine: Keep Balieving--Credendo Vides. 
oh yeah... and make sure you read things you don’t mind 
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like an Artist Sometimes ~ Words | ing joke precision, where 
I dont feel like a Words Ў you can kind of see whats 
Artist Sometimes I dont Words d supposed to happen but you 
feel .like an Artist —— cant believe its ever 
Sometimes I dont feel u š going to get there, even 
like an Artist Sometimes | 
I: dont feel like а 
Artist: Sometimes I dont .-from High Fidelity by 
feel like an artist | Nick Hornby 
Sometimes I dont feel | 
like an artst Sometimes 
I dont feel like ar 
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Goodness... it has been SO unbearably hot this summer. Maybe it’s just me, but 
asw'£ last year MUCH coolerZf don’t remember having heat, waves like THIS 


quite so o£ten, Or in such intensity. (To be sung to the 
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қ i Р. e us) 
Nó IN THE STNK! OL course, you must make sure wot = V ` p, {) DA 
a о ——— d f ` ES 
پڪ‎ Lem, Zelt 


o let, the evil seaweed Monster or (heaven Lorbid) 


he PLAGUE catch You unaware. And hana out, in Radio! They have air-condition- 





— na, and this very Lunky-strange pamphlet on steel Pan Tuning. ((They have spawned quite a Lew 





drawings, actually.) we love you, J oe! Ohhh, and Pub, Loo. we love Pub! Even though we can’t, play 











Zaqnarok Or use Opencanvas On their computars...^^. 














e an excuse Lo do things Í wouldn't have done before... wear skirts, play with 3) 
ce pops... on! And make movies! ріс not, incredibly Lun when you have 40 wear a Ki AY 


Ona, purple robe ім 90-degree weather, but it should be worth it Lo see the | Le 





inished product. As 0€ wow, it’s unsure whether ‘Through the tron circle’ will 


aver be finished (by the time you read this, You'll Know one way or another, l. 








houah), but, it was Cun while it lasted. Everyone involved iw it was so much fun 





о be with... Kee, Ban, Aydin, Jane, Sarah, even the zombies - it was lots 0€ fun 







o film with you guys, ¥ uc hug * Okay, now Lor the actual thankina Dart! 





First ORR, tm thanking Rachel Lor putting up with me all Lhe time, and 
emaining my friend through The summer. The chipmunks, margarita ¡ellybezns 


a I dancing to the Alberta theme, singing into Our pens during Our radio 





show, discussions about, our life stories, and all the other jokes 


= in Y and stories... ^ ^. 


Next, Adam. Goodness... Y dow t Know where 174 be without you. бүйі... at а 








d ^ i Бы ——  —— nn n Tm 
E Р ¥ loss Cor words, as t dont Know what T want to be put in the yearbook, ^^. Anyway, 
Hd A TSE EE € MM AGRIC Ra EE 
A | 


er? you probably Know exactly what t would say...-* ^—. Lots 0€ hugs and applesauce: 


a NL ix Umm... Y €eel bad now... There are so many people t want to let know that 
WOED 


1 Va Aki g - they've made my summer here wonderful, but t cawg really go in-depth with them... 


зға 
e. P Мы; v š Hannah, Jane, Ph/Fish, everyone mentioned above, and... Lm sure there are 


M м7) 
M more, but, Fm blanking right now, ^^. Have a areat, year, everyone! 


7%, i Luv always, 


"ER Ui a о о CE o Mi Stil as 





Jonah Rosenberg- Writing Editor 


“Fifty-one hours ago," I said to my 
boss, Liz Platt, *I wasn't a Pubbie, 
. but now I’m hooked." This was my 
second day as writing editor of the 
yearbook, and perhaps only my sixth 
or seventh time in Pub. Before my 
appointment to writing editor, I saw 
Pub as one of three primary Buck's 
Rock institutions: Pub, Painting 
Shop, and Theatre. They were insti- 
tutions because of their centrality to 
one aspect of creativity. Theatre 
covers the performing arts, Painting 
Shop covers the fine arts, but Pub 
doesn't cover something quite as 
obvious. The literary branch of cre- 
ativity is something often disregard- 
ed as a subset of the fine arts. 
However, I see it as something that is 
a direct link between what we as 
people want and what we as people 
get. 

In Theatre, I had had success, 
including parts such as Magnus 
Muldoon/Albert/Pickering/The Real 
Inspector Hound, Herman, and 
Shepherd's Son. In Painting, I had 
made no progress from my first 
work, “Pink Spoonbill in Flight Over 
Water at Sunset.” In fact, I had not 
even tried art again because my first 
attempt was so dismal. In Pub, I had 
not even made an attempt. In ele- 
mentary school, there was a sign 
posted over the math door that read, 
“0/1 is better than 0/0," and as my 
pappy would always say, “Just give it 
a try, if you don’t like it, don’t eat it 
again.” I ate Pub. 

It was chewy, overcooked, 
and I needed one or two grains of salt 
to take it down. I ate more, ravenous; 
I had succumbed to Pub. I nibbled 
first, there weren’t many articles to 
edit. Soon I was greedily shoving 
Pub down my throat, willing to stick 


a cork in my esophagus not to throw 
it up. I was addicted, hooked, never 
to leave my Pub again, at least until 
August 17th. 

As I read over my article 
again, I see that I have just referred to 
Pub in the possessive (now is the time 





for you to go back to the previous 
sentence and make sure that I’m not 
lying). I now realize why Pub is now 
an institution. It utilizes a part of the 
mind that few or no other shops do, 
the literary. Writing is something not 
tangible, and always unlike anybody 
else's. While all of the other Shops 
do, without a doubt, allow campers to 
produce unique work, all of them put 
something between the creator and 
the created, whether a punty or a 
paint brush. Writing is all mind, and 


I Ate Pub 


Pub is simply an outlet. Unlike, say, 
a pot or a cup; writing is something 
that can only be accepted by knowing 
concretely that this piece of paper 
between your fingers with characters 
all over it is a direct passage through 
which the will, whims, thoughts and 
emotions of a human being are 
expressed. I was talking to Adrienne 
from music, who said that when she 
plays the bass and somebody criti- 
cizes her bass playing, she could 


' accept it, knowing that it is only 


someone's personal opinion. 
However, when she had to sing, she 
felt that it was a more personal con- 
nection, and thus had a more difficult 
time digesting the criticism. Writing, 
to me, is just singing through a pen- 
cil, pen, or keyboard. Some people 
do not like to expose themselves so 
wholly, but I do. Doing so only 
encourages others to do the same, and 
a world of expressive people cannot 
be but ideal. 


A simple nod, a no or yes, 
A caress. 
All rubbing off, changing us. 


Beyond our control, 
Behind our soul. 
Beneath our whim. 


Catching a whisper, 
Coaxing a woeful cry. 
Casting away concern. 
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Hopeless 


An Editorial by: Anna Strasser 
Thursday August 1st: | wake up and get into the dining hall JUST ас4һеуғаге turning off the lights. 'Rigħt on time”, | 
think to myself. I grab a roll and sit down with my friends who afe trying to do an impossible New-York-Times-ish 
crossword puzzle. | throw out my plate (OOPS!) and hurry ovér to Pub. | spend.about half my day at Pub. Emma is eat- 
ing her cereal. Then she'ahd Amy bring to my attention that my editorial was due before Friday. 'Hmmmm... No big- 
gie," 1 think. THEN | Have а sudden and frightening realization: today is Thursday! After trying to inspire me Emma 
comes to the conclusion that I'm hopeless and goes to boss people around. Then | ask Tom Houseman what I care 
about. "Me!" he responds. | roll my eyes. He then goes on for'a few minutes about his girl-related problems. After | bug 
him a bit, he tries to inspire me. Shortly after, he leaves for Improv with the impression that | am hopeless. | then grab 
Kat Schneider, drag ег to the Pub garden, plop myself in Hammock, and order Kat to inspire me. She comes to the 
conclusion that | am completely hopeless. However, because Kat is the coolest she decides to be my slave. "How about 
last year's yearbook?" she asks me. | nod my head and she fetches it for me, After reading a LOT of inside jokes and 
about how Cheney is evil І get a legal pad and start writing. Kat lightly pushes: (not swings) me while 14а the old 
completely uninspiring yearbook from last year. Then Jeffrey Paul Bobrick, Whose name can besbroken up into five dif- 
ferent names if split and said properly, attempted to give me inspiration. After giving me ¿lecture about doing STUFF, 
he leaves, but this time he concludes that not only am І hopeless but uninspireable as well. | then sit in Hammock for 
about a half hóur. At some point Kat leaves me. | look down at my legal pad, laugh, and go into Pub spolie ie that I 
have serious/Pub busifiess'to type up. 

Hannah: BANANI! I am so incredibly happy | came to camp with you this summer. You are the greatest friend 
| could ever hope for. You have always been there for me and | will return the favor... even when you аге sixteen! Tom: 
Wow... we have been through quite a lot and now that it's almost over I'm saffiëppy to@ayal have you for a friend even 
after all the bruises on my ass! And yes my ass is irresistible! Sam: Thank yóü so much for helping me... with every- 
things You are'definitely one of the coolest people | know. You are an amazing friend and we will definitely keep in 
touch... so long as we аге not near rotating fans. Yael: If there is one thing | am MOST happy about this summer it's 
net glass, Tom or lollypops... it's you! You are the greatest most tolerable person | know (Sorry I'm messy!). You аге 
one of the sweetest girls in the world and | know you will always be my favorite'hippte-ish person :-)! | look forward to 
being at Vagina's Baptism. Rosie: The strongest person іп the world... five string bass's tend to have five strings. I'm so 
freakin happy that you live so freakimelose! | LOVE YOU BABY!!! Jonah: Definitely one of my favorite people in the 
entire world! (he he) Thánkdyou for doing thé hi eaky voice when | needed it. I'm.glad your family approves of 

.. | think. And we'll get married one day/ok? Еу ou won't have sex with me! A'm so glad | got to know you this 
summer. Sarah: The best big sister | never had. think you're better than a big sister. | love you more than 
words can say. You always make me feel so m tter, and just knowing that I'll always have someone to talk to is 
enough to keep me from going insane. Lisa: Тат IDPy Eloise needed a hair crimper and | was there to supply... 
even though I didn't get it back (that's. how I met you! ! !) – well, | love you tons... even if you are ticklish! Margaret: 
Thank you for helping me first session. 1 really dopt think | would've stayed at camp for this long.if.you hadn't been 
there for me from the start. You геа аге a Wonderful amazing girl and | love you for it. Jeffery Paul Bobrick: Thank 
you!!!! So now that I’ve thanked you is ому a completely inspiring work of literature? ? Kat: Thanksyou for every- 
thing ... I'm glad that you went out with Josh so | could tell you to dump him (that was when We became friends 
remember??) | love you so much and always will! Can | have your shoe? Alana: Thank you for being the BEST big sis- 
ter | could ever hope for. You really made me feel welcome in the very beginning and | appreciate it more than you will 
ever know. Liz: Thank you so much for everything. You are the best editor-in-chief named Liz Platt whom | have EVER 
met! Thanks for inspiring writing workshops! Emma: THANK YOU SOOOO INCREDIBLY much for dealing with me... | 
know it can be hard but you are amazing. Thanks for bossing me around and giving me something to do... | wouldn't do 
it without you :-). Nick: Thank you for trusting me with shrink-wrapping... | hope | haven't failed you. Bob: Thanks for 
showing me how to work the presses and tape plates... You are always offering to help me and | thank you for it. FIRST 
SESSION PUBBIES: | love you and missed you so much second session! It wassse great playing with the monkey and 
pirates with you! THEATRE CITs: Thank you so much CITs for helping me understand how Theatre works. | can only 
hope to live up to your level of acting. | couldn't thank you individually because there are too many!!! | LOVE ALL 20 
of you!!! Joelle and Andrew: Thank you for giving me a chance to do what I love to do. Gabby. THREE@UT OF 
THREE!! JsAlex: my favorite Neko in the world! Love you dearly! Always remember: Tomdio baka desu! Billy: even 
though, | (made you cry | love you! We'll have lunch! Paul: for helping me with glass however hopeless | am. It was пісе 
to have a friend here! Emily: How could | forget! My favorite huggie person! Thanks for always being there to give me 
a hug... and a layout for this beautiful page! “М SO SORRY | FORGOT!!!!! But here you are! Annie: | save the best for 
last... Mrs. Anti-Xavier! To never ending REAL girl-talks. Thank you for everything. Rachel: Thanks for helping me and 
teaching me to knit. PUB STAFF NOT MENTIONED: Thank you for letting me be a Pubbie... even though you didn't 
really have a choice. And of course for letting me sit on Hammock. 1° ve had a great summer and it: 5 all thanks to you! 

















Joshua Feintuch 
Writing editor, | think 


Ahh... Computer CIT, yearbook editor, and big-project- if Gesperd — y-speed) : 
movie maker. What a summer. If only time could be com- Nx 
pressed. But, since it can't, | must recommend that any sane Ser imir Ue piger, езе Hane, suff, 1000); 
. - et. tes self.surf-surf 
person not try to pull off such a combination of responsibilities self -status-0 
in addition to smaller ones, like developing photos and, well, welt tust se stie EA de 
trying to have a life. TED EE Mg лее uie Hari bel 
assesssssoCcTION STUFF] 
Nonetheless, I'm still here, and my friends weren't scared self action pre = 0 
self .actionbutton = keypressed(K SPACE) 
off by my zombification. They may not have liked my alarm SEL ae pd гиз lg lm eege 
ringing at 8:15 and continuing to do so for about five minutes iF enemy — Nane: mk ES T > 
D - e ы 1 a 11 of enemies based on ocat] 
before | was awake enough to realize it was, in fact, my alarm. їчї өлеңі. ee et: 
But they're still my friends. | think. I'd ask them, but there's not am DC SCHEER, 
e def setStatus(self): 
enough time to talk. biet neren someone is done attacking; adv 
| also hear that there are other shops at camp, where, in ** self toattack = len(self-turnorder): 


some cases, you can even make tangible things. | have a 
vague, fuzzy memory of those from my camper years. You 
know, the year І was in Boys Annex... followed by the year | 
was in Boys Annex... and then, finally, the year ! 
was in a different room in... Boys Annex. But I'm 
not complaining. After all, | could always have 
simply not come back to Buck's Rock... if not for 
that tingly feeling you get from being in such a 
wonderful place (I've always suspected that LSD 
had something to do with that, especially since 
one of my bunkmates this year is a CIT there and 
is always out at inexplicably late hours...). 

| have no idea what's coming in future years. 
| may or may not come back to Buck's Rock, and, 

а mif | do, 


Beautiful battle-engine source 
code... in Python! 





























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































not be Some random 3D art 


















































































































































may or may not see the people l've met this summer or 
the three summers before ever again. | might even enter 
into an existential rant like in my yearbook editorial last 
summer. Please stop me if | do. In any case, though, 


Buck's Rock is still the best ergan-harvesting-plant sum- 













































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































mer camp I've ever been to. Hopefully, I'll see everyone 























































































































































































































































































































again, but, if not, more people will be synthesized out of 





















































































































































































































































dark matter. | can't spend my time worrying about 






























































































































































whether I'll ever see my friends again, or whether exis- 
PA NE ME SL p. anna Tri lu avicte | hava a movie ta film Rve 











Just like my sister Lil before me, I have waited until the last minute to write my edito- 
rial. This might be my last year as an editor, so | will be boring and simply write thank yous. 
There are too many people to thank, so I will fit as many as I can. If I did not thank you suffi- 
ciently, | am sorry, but one page is not very much. 

Sam- For helping me out with my problems, even when you weren't here. For being 
half of my brain and part cf my religion. For Camp Drama and a great year. Oops! I tripped 
and hurt my glavin. Rachel- For being my friend and teaching me knitting. For being my first 
wife and helping me with problems. You pierced my heart with an arrow of purple ribbons. 
Anna- For an interesting year. For butt bruises and having fun. For being a great friend and 
helping console me and giving me advice. You are a dog, if not a martini. Lisa- For being my 
friend and helping me through my problems. For forcing me into uncomfortable situations, 
and telling it to me straight. I’m the sweetest guy in the world, but I’m not a martini. Juli- 
For being a kickin' theatre CIT. For being my friend and my pillow. For hanging out with me 
while you were knitting, and making me feel special. Rachel- the other one. We didn't hang 
out much this year, and l regret that a lot. Even so, you had an impact on my summer, and | 
appreciate that. Hannah- For punching me and getting hugged. For mongooses and the 
number 7. For trying to help me and failing miserably. We had a fun summer. Joanna- For 
the spark and the inferno. For being my friend even throughout problems and other stuff. 
For embarrassing experiences and hanging out. | missed you second session. Kaiko- For 
dying. For always having something nice to say to me. For finally being in a show together. 
For making me laugh when you were off stage, and making me cry when you were on stage. 
| will miss you next year, and I’m sorry you never got up the guts to ask out Leigh, better 
luck next time. Ariel- For being stupid sometimes. For being my friend throughout my silli- 
ness and meanness. For teaching me the ins and outs of friendship, personality, and being 
too understanding. | am still baffled. For being my wife and my leibchen. For finally coming 
to your senses. | had a great time, even when | was moping. Jaya- For giving me advice and 
good luck. For consoling me and getting me wet. For helping me have a great second ses- 
sion. For your mom helping me have a great second session. | enjoyed everything, especially 
your mom. Lena- For hangit;g out with me, even though you wouldn't let me poke your 
tummy. For eccentric knitting and cool earrings. | had a great summer with you. Dena & Ali- 
| still don't know which of you is which. For giving me advice and being nice to me. | don't 
know you well yet, but | consider you friends. Ruth- For being a maid and a diva and a wiz- 
ard and a friend. For hanging out and being nice, and being the same person as me. | had 
another great summer. Kat- For being my wife, my pillow, and my friend. For being nice to 
me and helping me out. Pub staff- For making me feel loved and letting me be an editor. I 
love you all. My directors and assistant directors- For helping me out. For being my friends 
and my slave drivers, | had a great summer. My roommates- For the twilight zone, "base- 
ball," and cards. For giving me advice and consoling me. For being my friends, when I nor- 
mally wouldn't know you. Essie and Eloise- my favorite little girls. You gave me advice and 
smacked me when | needed it. | love you both. KC Amanda Ellie- For giving me advice and 
being my shoulder. For crazy songs and goldfish. For consoling me and loving me. For being 
sweet and crazy at the same time. Liz and Sarah and Annie- For tummies and hugs and 
friendship. You are all great and | enjoyed being with you. Quick thank yous: Zoey for ideal- 
ism and arguments. Pubbies for being my friends. My casts for being there and making me 
look good. Theatre CITs for being my friends and such. Weavers for another great year. Tom 
for being God. Steve for putting me on a team though I didn't try out. Myq for no reason in 
particular. Everyone I’ve ever known, | love you all. And Buck's Rock, for letting me be cre- 
ative. This has been an amazing year, and | will be back next year as a CIT. Maybe theatre? 
Thus ends, the story of Tom. Good day. 


JASON CHU- PHOTO EDITOR 2002 
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SAFE. 


pixie (be nico) i'm a pixie im a papevdoll im a cartoon im a chipper cheerful free fov all and i light 
ир a соот im the color me happy girl miss live and let live 
and. when they've out fov blood i always give the man behind 
the counter looks like he's got a half a dozen places hed vathee 
be and furthermore it looks like he's prepared to take it all out 
on me buddy, i don’t veally cave what your problem is just 
don't make it mine come on kids, let's all hold hands and pre” 
tend we've having a good time maybe you don't like your job 
maybe you didnt get enough sleep well, no y likes thew job 
nobody got enough sleep maybe you just had the worst day of 
your life but, you know, theve’s no escape and there's no excuse 
so just suck up and be nice all the privileged white kids on to 
playing at death brandishing their cold cuts with their ghostly 
we ж makeup and their 
heroin breath and all the little fishes are flapping wildly on their 
hooks while all the top critics find great meaning in the telephone 
book the little emperor he has no clothes so he can't come out to play 
88 and besides which life is suffering and he likes it that way and the 
Ts little guy is not so friendly but you know life has been cruel so wipe 
that smile off your face baby and ісу to be cool maybe you don't like 
your job maybe you didnt get enough sleep well, nobody likes theie 
job nobody got enough. sleep maybe you just had the worst day of 
your life but, you know, theve's no escape ала theve's no excuse so just 
suck up and be nice yeah, i would like to perfect the art of being stu- 
жа diously aloof like life is just a boring chove and i am living proof i 
could jour forces with an army of ordinary hipstevs but then i guess vd be out of a job so i guess that's out of 
the pictuve cuz ima pixie ima papevdoll im a cartoon im a chipper cheevful free for all and i light up a 
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Camp Drama 
By Sam Rogal 


In previous editorials | have written about states of mind. But this year I am doing things a little 
bit differently. Instead of states of mind, this year | am writing about camp drama. 


As Robert Frost once said, "Some say the world will end in fire, some say ice." Well, both are 
wrong. The world will end in camp drama. What is camp drama? Camp Drama is Drama at Camp 
and at Buck’s Rock there is more camp drama than you could ever imagine. If it’s not a girl wanting to 
know if her boyfriend really likes her, it's a kid wanting to know who took his soda. 


Now, why write about such a common phenomenon? Well, because | love camp drama; it is my drug, 
my life. | quote the words of Moulin Rouge: “Camp Drama is like oxygen. Camp Drama lifts us up 

where we belong, all we need is Camp Drama." Well, they didn't say that exactly, but if they knew the 
| joy of camp drama they would. 


Let's take the girl who was paranoid about her boyfriend. She is a great example of a great person who 

was a little worried. So she and | devised a complex plan to find out exactly what was going down and 
it turned out that he liked her very much. But it is still a great example of how much emotion and plan- 
ning goes into Camp Drama. That is what makes it so special: the passion of the hunt, the glory of 
success. It gives you a sort of high: to be so enthralled in Camp Drama that you forget about every- 

thing else. It's like chess: you move the pieces in just the right way so that your opponent falls into the 

carefully designed trap. So, to wrap up, Camp Drama is good. And by the way, oops | tripped and 
hurt my glavin. 


hey, dog entity! rise up and bare your biscuit filthy fangs at the run! piggy.piggy!! ruuuun. piggy,piggy piggy!! my god!! you're beauti- 
oppressive leash wielding demon!! goddamn my naval itches!! ahem! erghhh- ful!! oogie!! i can smell blood in your oogie! yum. air! worship my 
hh!! agcheckhh!! ahem! meow! meow! pores!! oh, no!! i sense the presence of your soiled pants!! ha!! now you 


SQUISHY meow! cat chow!!! cease your flatu- 


lent winds and hear my 

mind numbing expulsions of wicked noise! grrr!! e 
Y, cheese!! i sense your envy of my neck!! and i 
don't blame you!! droooool over my magical 


. see my power! now you know what my goiter can do to your 
Bee, follicles!! 

| oogie off! Tainig d Winde vY s 

E you're 
3 going to die!!! moo you oogie toaster!! you're 
4 nothing! that's all you'll ever be! а toaster!! 
damn! i have no kiwis!! oogie you! bzzt! bzzt! accu- 
sations! wicked hoarder of time!! i shall regurgitate 
no peas!! Hear me shiny rectal tick!! Everbody! Say it 
with me and wiggle!! peas! peas! peas! peas! peas! peas! 
look! david hasslehoff can fly!! hey! you, cloud!! c'mere!! 

e c'mere!! conspiracy!! and now employing 

Е. juvenile mongoloid demon babies!! My 






































е/ 2 powers!! i have powers pinto beans сап 
only dream of! wanna see me pull a 
tapeworm outta my oogie?!! huh!?! 


СА 


і am oogie!! god of rash cov- 
ered oogies! stare deep into 


the stinking abyss 
of my individually 
wrapped slices!!! holy wax! check out 
my armpits!!! heeeey! waidaminit!! wait famous chicken recipe will never be 
just a polyp picking minute!! i see your yours!! grrr! woof! those 
game! you will not sink my cheerio!! i see ids are after me 


ЕР” lucky charms!! o) 


what is transpiring here!!! you're all zom- - 
bie thigh-fat people, brought into animation by some e must get to my car and ef 
evil force of forceful evil!!! oogie! that lipstick's the 4 escape! oogie! speed lines 49 


are chasing me!! vrooooom!!! о 

argh!! deceit!! this was “> 

yo no car, after all!! it 
was a spy moose! far from the 


wrong color for you!! moooo! woof! oh, don't you see 
the toenails?!! oh, so splendid!! a, b, c, d, e, f, g, 
h, I, j, k.! under such extreme heat, wear and degra- 
dation is inevitable!! parts break after overuse!! 
and that is why toaster pastries will burst into 
flames if you don't keep an eye on them, you sacks 
of bladder waste!!! fear my wet cough! oogie 
doughnut!! mock me? you fried cyclops!! meow. 
yeah, you! i know what you really are! i can't 


SS nn 


H 
Ж 


evil oogies of doom!! i am unstoppable!! squeeze my nub!! 
stare deep into the spooky depths of my oogie! do you not 
fear the awesome power of tile grout?! you oogie cows!! 
crackers! crackers! but, no squeezy cheese!! you've broken 
my secret elbow!! magical jelly beans are growing from my 
“head wound, where the flies landed!! stay away from my 

© wallet!! marvel at my plastic 

oogie!! not just any accesso- 

ry for your oogie napkins!! i (TACKY 


must lick your teeth! oogie!! 


Ns 


prove it, but I'm on to you!! gimme some cheese! 
shut up!! demon 


E aay weasel! repent! 
GAIGKEN repent! floss often! 
nonsensical!!? yet 


you envy me! you wish nice molars! 


"o wy BRIGG u OES. 


£ EU ENEMIES eee, Rn 


The Rituals of Being a Rachel 


So, you wanna be just like me, huh? Youre not the only one. Here are some things you must do every day to 
| properly idolize and worship me. 


1. Worship Skyler and her art. 
2. Worship Hannah and her humor. 
3. Poke Adam - he makes funny faces. 
4. Scream “Instigator!” every time you see Nick Himmel. 
5. Hug Emma and then call her evil - if she's tired, it confuses her and provides for hours of humor. 
6. Do nothing but rehearse and complain. 
7. Try to weasel people out of Hammock. 
8. Scream monkey and try to bite people every chance you get. 
9. Cackle ct least once per day. If you dont, I'll have to bite you. 
10. Drop foreign objects (such as M&Ms and Swedish Fish) into your Vanilla Coke - then eat them. 
| Il. Be modest. 


Follow these rules and you'll grow up just like me - really, really weird. 


Thank yous from Pub to Editors 


liz: Oh so organized and efficient! Nobody else in Pub turns out such high quality writing so quickly. You'll go far. Thank 
you for your tireless patience with the Pub Counselors. Thonks for your-help with the writing workshops too. You've done 













Sarah: So much talent at laying out, we hope. 
attention to defail 





Emily: You have much talent in t 


Rachel: Thank or agr 























Josh: Youve been an excellen 

























































































Jonah Rosenberg: Yes, y 
Skyler and Adam: Only right 
























































Pixie: Thanks for your help and enthusiasm! Is that your real name? ` 


Sam: We really missed you second session. Come back! You can be our CIT anytime.. Please?! 


А-а Mes E Да sk Беде ҚАМАР zelo db sink Taste Бесінедідее рг leen, насар s bsa аа Бе see kas 





Thank you also to: 
In no particular order at all: ` 


Bev and Forrest, Pam Dicke, Steve Dicke, Chris from Computer, Griffin's 
fan, Utz Cheese Balls (made with real cheese, 32 oz of), Bucks Rock 
Pride, Clamps, Tanya and the Big Yellow Schoolbus, Playmobil's Diversity 
Pirate, Video, Ceramics, Theatre, Dance, Clown, Computer, air hugs and 
air high fives, Oh yeah, Froot Loops, Yahoo Mail, Hotmail, lan's music, 
Amelie, Treasure Island, chicken, chocolate chip cookies, United through 
Chicago, Pink, Mickey the creepy monkey, cmyk, iMacs, Rush Computers 
for working like theyre supposed to, shrinkwrap, lightning, the Plague, all 
those Pirates, Darth Vader au Gogo, Gojo, Hammock (Triolets), the 
Internet, our Babeons, hours off, pink cable, Reese's Pieces, the screaming 
dinosaur, NakedlJedi, Ewan McGregor, hair parties, India Kitchen, Panda 
re trunk and traffi INXS, calm Aussies candy necklaces, Jill 

















¿Andrea Mendler 
pee Rodm { - Audrey Psa 
Eli Teller * ` 
Valerie Au 
Skyler Balbus 
Ethan Feuer 


Hillary Cohen 


Jessie Rubenstein 


-Writing = 


Andrea Mendler Jill Marcellus 
Audrey Gelman Liza Singer 

Jennie Sears Rebbekah 
Vegaromero 


Nicky Robbins 
Mollie Echeverria 
Lauren Schneider 


Nina Boutsikaris 
Rachel Schapira 
Tom Houseman 





Zoe Brookes 


Emily Friedhoff 


Dina adel Bob Үс Dicke, l Чен Сайын 
liza Singer a 'NakedlJedi' Kirwan ` Sarah Butler | 
Adam Katz Laura Staffaroni 
Be eer lan ‘Can | have) “another full color run please? Jackson Joshua Feintuch 
Elias Hertzel Amy ‘When can | take my hour off today? Walter Liz Platt - 
Geoff Giller Annie Schapira 

Bartel Raper-lones April ‘Another screen saver for Meghan’ Acker Jonah Rosenberg 
Lauren Goldblum Meghan ‘Legs’ Swanson 


Karen TI do the poetry workshop Thumm 
Nick ‘The Instigator’ Himmel 
Joey ‘Sea legs’ Roth 
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Special Thanks from the Editors 





Emma- We love you this much! 
Amy - Thanks for stepping out of the classroom to work with much more... 
Wig , mature people. ` ty Е 


























Emily - We are sorry to o be wae 





Karen - We missed you tons Mi car. Congratulations ofi the move and the - 
Ä best of luck! 
Brett - Thank you for your inspirational advice and complete faith in and respect ~ 
for your coworkers. ^ 
Pubbies - We couldn't have done it without our most wonderful crew members - i 
we love each and every one of you! _ 


` HERE IT COMES... 
| THE BUCKS ROCK 


ANNUAL REUNION! 


| 








SUNDAY. DECEMBER BETH _. 
= 2 - 4:30 PM 
AT THE New YORK SOCIETY FOR ETHICAL CULTURE 


2 West 64TH STREET, NY OFF CENTRAL PARK 


| . 





REMEMBER 70 KEEP EVERYONE POSTED ON WHAT VOU'RE DOING OVER 


THE YEAR EY USING THE MESSAGE BOARD AT 


Lf) BUI ODM AVS ALM ЛЛАР 











